— 
. 
— 
DN. 


4 


— 
Pp 
* 


7 
p % _ 
: * 8 N a," © 
en N 
—— 0 OS >. 2h 
0 © a 4 % 


. 


* 


92 2 & 5h 


% => >> LS i 4 2 * 


r 


N ew | W 


— 


Sts 2 8 | 


Sb a 6 


— — | — — 


Behold, and liſten, while the Fair 
Breaks in ſweet Sounds the willing Air. 
And with her own Breath fans . e 
Which her bright Eyes do firſt inſpire: 
What Reaſon can that Love controul, 
Wb 
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DxDICATION.. 


To ilka lovely Britiſh Laſs Wy 
Frae Lachs Charlotte, Anne and Jean; 
Down #0 ilk bony ſanging Bels, 72 ** 

That GR e ee 
EAR LASSES, 


Kneeling would your Acceptance crave, 
When he preſents this ſma __— 
Then take it kindly to your Care, 
Revive it with. your tunefu Notes; _ 
Its Beauties will look —— and fair, 
Ariſmg ſaſtly bro your Throats. 
The wanton wee thing will rejoice, 
When tented by a ſparkling Eye, 
The Spinnet tinkling «with ber Voice, 
It lying on her lovely Knee. 


'AS 


* 


iv Dzpicartion. 

While Kettles dringe on Ingles dour. 

. Or Claſhes ſtay t he lazy Laſs, . <* 

Thir Sangs may ward you frae the ſowre, 

And gayly vacant Minutes paſs. 

Een while the Tra- fil d retking round; 
Rather than plot a tender Tongue, 

Treat a the circling. Lugs wi Sund. 
geh fo when e. 


May Happineſs had up your. Heart, 
And warm ye lang with loving Firec, 
May Pow ys propitious play their Parts, 


f 


In matching you to your Deren. 
dene 
hr i A. RAMSAY, 
5 J - . we! 1* "7 . 1 


NOT EPs 
A TY Mi 4 -£ 
New Me Neeb. 


— 
— * 

. 
- 


| 


Boum rt v. 
D OW ſweetly ſmells the SimmerGicen? 


H Sweet taſte the Peach and Cherry: 
. SN Painting and Order pleaſe our 20 
| And Chret makes us merry: 


But fineft Colours, Fruits aud Flows, 
And Wine, tho' J be thirſty, © 3 
Loſe a' their Charms and weaker Powers, 


Compar'd with thoſe of Chriſty. 


When r 
. No nat'tal Beauty wanting; J 
How lightſome ist to hear the Lark, ir 
And Birds in Conſort chanting = 
ut if n 
I'm rr uu ants 2fÞ 
4 2 
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-My Thoughts with Extaſies rejoice, $4 
And drap the hale Creation. | 


| a ſmiles, a kindly "MY I 
- T take the happy Omen, 
And aften mint to make Advance, 
Hoping ſhe'll prove a Woman: | 
But dubious of my ain Deſert,, - © 
My Sentiments I ſmother. 
With ſecret Sighs I vex my Heart, 
For fear ſhe love another, r 


Thus fang blate Edie by a Burn, 
His Cbriſy did o'er hear him, 
She doughtna let her Lover mourn, 
But er he wiſt drew near him. 
She ſpake her Favour with a Look, 
Which left nae Room to doubt her, 
He wiſely this white Minute took, 
And flang his Arms about her. - 


My Chrifty !—Witneſs bony Stream, 
Sic Joys frac Tears ariſing, 

J wiſh this may na be a "roar. 
O Love the moſt ſu | 

Time was too-precious now bee web, 
This Point of a' his Wiſhes, 

He wadna with ſet Speeches bauk, 

| But wair'd it a' on Kiſſes, 


7.4 W Ss * . 
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EAR me, ye Nymphs, andey ij Sun, 
III tell how Peggy grieves me, 
Tho? thus 1 languiſh, thus complain, 

Alas l ſhe ne er believes me. 
My Vows and Sighs, like filent Air, 
Vnberded never move her 
At the bony: Buſh aboon Traquair, 

Twas there I firſt did lore her. 


That Day the ſmil d, and made me glad, 
No Maid ſeem'd ever kinder; 41 
I thought my ſelf the luckieſt Lad. 1 
So ſweetly there to find her. 
I try d to ſooth my am'rous Flame | 
In Words that I thought tender, 15 
It more there paſt d, I'm not to blame; 
I meant not to offend her. 


Yet now ſhe ſcornful flies the Plain, 
The Fields we then frequented, - - -- 
If &er we meet, ſhe ſhews Dilſdaudy /*- 
She looks as ne er acquainted,” * : >. 1.7 
The bony Buſh bloom'd fair in M, N. 
It's Sweets Pll ay remembeer 
But now her Frowns make it decayþ- 2 
It fades as in December. 
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Pe "4 New pn. 
Ye rural Pow'rs, who hear my Strains, 
Why thus ſhould Peggy grieve me? 
Oh! make her Partner in my Pains, 
Then let her Smiles relieve me: 
Tf not, my Love will turn Deſpair, 
My Paſſion no more tender; 
TI oa the Buſh aboon Traquair, 
To lonely Wilds'T'll wander. 


ODE. Tune of, Polwarth en che Green. 


'H O Beauty like the Roſe © 
That ſmiles on Polwart{Green, | 

In various Colours ſhows,. 4 

As *tis by Fancy ſeen: 
Yet all its different Gloties lie 

United in the Face, | 
And Virtue like the Sun ts 

Gives Rays to ev'ry Grace. 


so charming i is her Air, | 

So ſmooth, ſo calm her Mind, ö 

That to ſome Angel's Care | 

Each Moment ſeems aſſigmd: 
But yet fo careful, ſprightly, gay, 

The joyful Moments fly, 0 
As if for Wings they ſtole the * 

She darteth from 11 af + | V 


of 80 co FA W a 
Kind am'rous Cupids, while wo 
With tuneful Voice ſhe er wy b 
Perfume her Breath and ſmile,” ©" 
And wave their balmy Wings: | T a i: 5 


But as the tender Bluſhes riſe. 
Soft Innocence doth warm, © © oo 
The Soul in bliſsful Extafies * 


Diſſolveth in the Chins 2 11 
102 26:70 Vos h 


TWEED- 1 4 


THAT Beauties does Hos dt, 
4 How ſyeet are her Smiles i upon; 1 

Yet Mary' 8 ſtill ſweeter than thole, 7 14 E * 
Both Nature and Fancy exceed. ar 
Nor Daiſie, nor ſweet uſhing Roſe, | | 
Not all the gay Flowers of the Fields 
Not Tweed gliding gently. thro! thoſe, _ ,.. 4 
Such Beauty and Pleaſure does ye,” ---..” 


The Warblers are heard in the Grove, 7 
The Linnet, the Lark, and the Thruſhy, * 
The Black- bird, and ſwect-cooing Doves: 1 
With Muſick enchant e ry Buſh; 1 K ; 
Come let us go forth to the Mead. 4 
Let us ſee how the Primroſes ſpring, . 393 
We'll lodge in ſame Village on Tweed, ©, 1 IJ 
And love where the feather'd ab x4 


10 4 les gan 
How does my Love pals the long Day? 


Does Mary yok fepsl a. few Tharp? 
Do they never careleſly ſtray, - 
While happily ſhe lyes aſleep? 


' Tweed's Murmurs ſhould Jull her to Reft, 


Kind Nature 1 my Bliſs, 
To relieve the ſoft Pains of my Breaſts 

I'd ſteal an ambroſial Kiſs. | 
Tis ſhe does the-Virgins excell, 

No Beauty with her may compare,. 
Love's Graces all round her do dwell, 


Say, Chamer, where do thy Flocks ſtray? 


81 tell wwe at Nong where they food; 
Shall I ſcek them on ſivect-winding Tay, = 
nn 5 


She's faireſt, where Thouſands are fair. 
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SONG. Tune of, Was my Heart that wa 


ſhould- ſunder. 


S Hamilla then my own, 

O the dear, the charming Treaſure! 
Fortune now in vain ſhall frown, 
All my future Life is Pleaſure. 


See how rich with youthful Grace, 


Beauty warms her ev'ry Feature; 
Smiling Heaven is in her Face, 
All is gay, and all is Nature. 


2 — 


t we 


1 sebr! Sings, © N 25 
te what gl Charms wil, | 
Roſie Sells RENE OY © 
Love fits kughing in her Eyes, 
And betrays her 'Wilkies, | 


| Haſte then fiotn the Skilled Grove,” 2 
infants Smiles, and Sports and Graces, © © 
Spread the downy Couch for Love 
And lull us in your ſweet Embraces, 


This fair happy Night ſurround un. 


While a Thouſand ſpritely Joys 
Silent flutter all around us. 


Thus ausw d with Care or Strifs, 
Heaven ſtill guard this deareſt 
While we tread the Path of Lite, 


Loving ſtill, and till poſſefling. | 


Muirland WILLIE, 
HY etl wil hf you honw 
Young Muirland Wii came to woo, | 
Tho' he could neither fay nor do; 
The Truth I tell to u. 
But ay he cries, Whate'er betide, 
Maggy Vie hae her to be my Bride, 
With a fal, dah, &c. | 
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| With Durk'and Piltol by his Side. 
Hie prick'd her on wi make Pride, 


4 Nu Misczran! _ 
his Gray Tad as he did ride. i o 


Wi meikle Mirth and Glee. 


Out o'er yon Moſs, out o'er yon Mare, 
"ye come t9 ber, Decg.yNooe, - 
 Witha fal, dal, Kc. 82 

; I'm come nel emo Love to win, 


I care no for making meikle Din, 
What Anſwer gi' ye me? 


Now, Woer, quoth'he, wou'd ye light down, 


PFle gie ye my Doghter's Love to win, 
With a fal, ke. 


\ 


Where do ye win, or in what Town? 


I think my Doghter winna gloom 


On fic a Lad as ye. 
The Woer he ſtept up the Houſe, 
And wow but he was wond'rous crouſe, 


tf orcas W 


| TI have three Owſen i ina W 


Twa good gan Yads, and Gear enough, 


The Place they ca'"it Cadeneugh ; 
Il ſcorn to tell a Lie: 
Beſides, [ had frae thee great Laird. 


A Peat-pat and a Lang-kail Tard, 


With ai, _ 


— 


F 


Now, Woer ſince ye are lighted down, 


mY FAC 
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eb S E 
The Mad e e x 
— in © the Towas.. e 
I wat on him The did na gloom, 
But blinkit bonnilie. 5 
The Lover he ſtended up in Haſte, 
And gript 8 
With a fal, Te. 


To win your Love, Nag. Ii on hag 
I'm young, and hae enough & Gear, _ 
And for my ſell ye need na fer, 

Troth try me-whan ye like, 128 30 
He took aff his Bonnet and ſpat in bis Chewy: 
He dee big Gab, and-he rider ed 
With a fal, &c. 5 . 


The Maiden bluſnit and bing d 0 laves 
She had na Will to ſay him na, 
But to her Dady ſhe left it a, 
As they twa cou'd agree. 
The Lover he ge her the tither Kiss, 


Syne ran g r rn 
With 4 fat, &c. 


Pg 


Your Doghter 1 wad-na fay me na,, 
But to your {ell ſhe has left it 34. 
As we cou'd gree between us twa, ö 
Say what] yergi' me w her? 


0 9 . = 
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Now, Woer, quo be, 1 hte ns mike; | 4 
But fick's I * ye's get a Pickle, % 
With a fal, &c. . 


A Kilnfu' of Corn 14 e740 thay! peg 
Three Soums of Sheep, twa good Milk Ky, 
Ye's ha'e the wadding Dinner free, 

Troth I dow do na mair. 
Content, quoth he, a Bargain be t, 
Tm far frac hame, U MEANS 
With a fal. &c. 


16 The Bridal Day it came to paſs, 
Wie mony blythſome Lad and Laſs; 

But ſicken a Day there never wag, | 

'=- Sic Mirth was never ſeen. oy 

This winſom Couple ſtraked Hands, 

Meſs Fokn ty d up the Marriage Bands, 

With a fal, &c. 


| And UG ev Ae e 

Wi Fap-knots, Lug-knots a' in blew, TE 

Frae Tap to Tae they were braw new, 8 
And blinked bonnilie. 

Their Toys and Mutches were ſae clean, 


1 They glanced in our Ladſes Een, 
With a fal, &c. 


Sick Hirdum, Dirdum, and ſick Din, T, 
Wi' he o'er her, and ſhe o'er him, 


ff OT Sage 


eee 
Wi' meikle Mirth and Glee. 
And ay they bobit and ay they beckt, 
uud au their Wames together met. 
* With i A ere ES 
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The Promis'd Fo. Tune of, Carle, and the 
King comma. 
HEN we meet again, Phely, 
When we meet again, Phely, - 
Raptures will reward our Pain, 
And Loſs reſult in Gain, Phely. 


Long the Sport of Fortune driv'n; 
To Deſpair our Thoughts were giv'n, 
Our Odds will all be ev'n, Phely, 
When we meet again, Phely, G. 


Now: in dreary diſtant Groves, 

Tho' we moan like Turtle-doves, 

Suffering beſt our Virtue proves, I 
And will enhance our Loves, Phely, 3 
When we meet again, Phely, G0. 


Joy will come in a Surpriſe, 
Till its happy Hour ariſe, 


Temper well your love-fick Sighs, *_ 
For Hope becomes the Wiſe, Phely. 
B32 WED 
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inden wwe mett again, Phely, _ 
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When we meet again, Phely, | 


Raprures will reward our Pain, 


And Toſi reſult in Gain, Phely. 


ä 
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To DEL IA. . _- 
Valentine. Tune of, Auch d Suſan. 


Y = Pow'rs! was Pamun then  þleſt; 
To fall to charming Delie's Share, 


Delia, the beauteous Maid, paſſeſt 


of all that's ſoft, and all that's fair? 
Here ceaſe thy Bounty, O indulgent Heay'n; 


I ask no more, for all my Wiſh is giv'n, 


I came, and Delia ſmiling ſhow'd, 
She ſmil'd, and ſhow'd the happy Name} 
With riſing Joy my Heart o'erflow'd, 
I felt, and bleſt the new-born Flame, 
May ſofteſt Pleaſures ceaſeleſs round her move; 
May all her Nights be Joy, and Days be Love, 


She drew the Treaſure from her Breaſt, 
That Breaſt where Love and Graces play, 
O Name beyond Expreſſion bleſt! 

Thus lodg'd with all that's fair and gay. 
To be ſo lodg'd; the Thought is Extaſy, 


Who would not wiſh in Paradiſe to lye? 


of Scors Sag 1 
Tra SITE er . wes 4 


The Faithful Shepherd. Tune of, Auld lang ſyne. 
HEN Flow'ry Meadows deck the Year, 
And ſporting Lambkins play, 
When ſpangl'd Fields renew d appear, 
And Muſick wak'd the Day; 
Then did my Chloe leave her Bow'r, 
To hear my am'rous Lay, (2 
Warm'd by my Love, ſhe vow'd no Pow'r - 
Should lead her Heart aſtray, - - | 


The warbling Quires from ev'ry. Bough 

Surround our Couch in Throngs, 

And all their tuneful Art beftow, 
To give us Change of Songs ; | 

Scenes of Delight my Soul poſſeſs d, * 
I bleſsd, then hugg d my Maid; 

I robb'd the Kiſſes from her Breaſt, - 
Sweet as a Noon-day's Shade, 


Joy ſo tranſporting never fails 
To fly away as Air, 

Another Swain with her prevails, 
To be as falſe as fair. 

What can my fatal Paſſion cure? 
I'll never wooe again, 

All her Diſdain I muſt endure, 
Adoring herin ws 


2 
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And lye obſcur d in endleſs Night, 


Dear Child, how can I wrong thy Name, 
That could ill Tongues abuſe thy Fame, 


Thy Virtue well might give the Lie, 


WHAT Pity *tis to hear the Boy 
Thus ſig hing with his Pain; 

But Time and Scorn 7 SET] ; 
To hear her ſigh again, TS. 4 

Ah! fickle Chloe, be advis d, 

Do not thy ſelf beguile, 

A faithful Lover ſhould be priz d, 
Then cure him with a Smile. 


To Mrs. S. H. on ber taking — E Ifaid. 
Tune of, Hallow-Ev'n. 


HY hangs that Cloud upon thy Brow ? 
That beautepus Heav n ere while ſerene? 
Whence do theſe Storms and Tempeſts flow, 
Or what this Guſt of Paſſion mean ? | 
And muſt then Mankind loſe that Light, 
Which in thine Eye was wont to (hine, | 


For each poor filly Speech of mine? 7 


Since tis acknowledg'd at all Hands, 


Thy Beauty can make large amends? | 
Or if I durſt prophanely try 


Thy Beauty's pow'rful Charms t' upbraid, 


Nor call thy Beauty to its Aid, 


ef Scors Sans. 18 
For Venus every Heart t' enſnare, | 
With all her Charms has deckt thy ** 
And Pallas with unuſual Care, 
5 Bids Wiſdom heighten-ev'ry Grace, 
F Who can the double Pain endure? 
Or-who muſt not reſign the Field | 
To thee, Celeſtial Maid, ſecurere 
With n Bow, and Pallas OY 


If then to thee ſuch Paws i gien „ 
Let not a Wretch in Torment lixe. 
But ſmile and learn to copy Heav'n, a 
Sinck we mult fig eier it ſorgire. 
Yet pitying Heaven not only does | 
Forgive the Offender and th' Oſfence: 
But even Itſelf appeas'd beſtows 
As the Reward of Penitence.. 


The Brom of Cowdenknows. + 
1 Tow blith ilk. Morn was I to fee - 


The Swain come o'er the Hill? | 
He skipt the Burn, and flew to me: 


I met him with good Will. 
O the Broom, the bouny. bauny Broomt] 


* 
— 


1 The Broom of Comdenknows, 
f J wiſh I were with my dear Suan, 
With his Pipe and my EW, © 
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I neither wanted Ew nor Lamb, 
While his Flock near me lay: | 
He gather'd in my Sheep at Night, 
And chear'd me a' the Day. 


o the Broom, &c. 33 £3 


He tun'd the Pipe and Reed ſae beet, 
The Burds ſtood liſtning by: 


Ew'n thè dull Cattle ſtood and gaz'd, 


Charm'd with his Melody. 


Oo the Broom, &c. 


While thus we ſpent our Time by Turns, 


Betwixt our Flocks and Play, 


1 envy d not the faireſt Dame, 


Tho' ne er ſae rich and 8. 
O the Broom, &c. 


Hard Fate that I ſhould baniſh'd be, 


Gang heavily and mourn, - . 
Becauſe I lov'd the kindeſt Swain 
That ever yet was born. 

O the Broom, &c. 


He did oblige me ev'ry Hour, 
cou'd I but faithfu' be? 


He ftaw my Heart, cou'd I refuſe 


Whate'er he ask'd of me? 


O the Broom, &c, 


AH S<cors Sag, ». 
My Doggie and apy tale Kk j 255 
That held my wee Soup Whey, -- - 
My Plaidy, Brosch and crooked Stick. 
May nom Jie uſeleſs by. = | 
O the Broom, &c. 


Adieu, ye Cowdenknows, adieu, 
Farewel a. Pleaſures thore, 
Ye Gods eſtore to me my Swen; 

Is a' I erave or care. | 
O the Broom, the banny, bonny Broom, g 
The Broom of Cowdenknows: | 
1 wiſh I wyere „ r mg 
—— 


11 


To CHLOE, Tine of, 1 wiſh wy Love 
in a Mire. 

Lovely Maid! how deat's anruf 
At once I love, at once adote: 
With Wonder ate my Thoughts poſſeſt, 
While ſofteſt Love inſpires my Breaſt. 
This tender Look, theſe Eyes of mine, 
Confeſs their am rous Maſter thine; 
Theſe Eyes with Strephon's Paſſion play, - 
Firſt make me love, and then betray. 


Yes, charming Victor, I am thine, 
Poor as it is, this Heart of mine 


ll 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Was never in another's Pow'r, 

Was never pierc'd by Love before. 

In thee I've treafur'd up my Joy, 

Thou can't give Bliſs, or Bliſs ; 
And thus I've bound my ſelf to Love, 

While Bliſs or Miſery can move. 


O ſhould 1 ne'er poſſeſs thy Charms, 
Ne'er meet my Comfort in thy Arms, 
Were Hopes of dear Enjoyment gone, 
Still would I love, love thee alone. 
But like ſome diſcontented Shade, 
That wanders where its Body's laid, 
I} Mournful I'd roam with hollow Glare, 
4 For ever exil'd from my Fair. 5 
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Upon hearing his Pickure evas in CH LOB. 
Breaft. Tune, The 14th of October. 


E Gods! was Strephon's picture bleſt 
With the fair Heav'n of Chloe's Breaſt? 
Move ſofter, thou fond flutt'ring Heart, 

Oh gently throb, — too fierce thou art; 

Tell me thou brighteſt of thy Kind, 

For Strephon was the Bliſs defign'd? 


For Strephon's Sake, dear charming Maid, 
Didft thou prefer his wand ring 228 
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J Scors Sap, | 

| And thou bleſt Shade, that doc art 
ig'd ſo near my Chloe's Heart, OED 

or me the tender Hour improve, 
and ſoftly tell how dear I love. 
ngrateful Thing! it ſcorns to hear 
ts wretched Maſter's ardent Pray'r, 
ngroſſing all that beauteous Heaven. 
That Chloe, laviſh Maid, has given. 


I cannot blame thee: Were 1 Lord 
DF all the Wealth thoſe Breaſts afford, 
d be a Miſer too, nor give 
n Alms to keep a God alive. 

Dh ſmile not thus, my lovely Fair, - 
Dn theſe cold Looks, that lifeleſs are, 
rize him whoſe Boſom glows with Fire, 


With eager Love and ſoft Netire. 


2 E's 


o Life can bring the ſilent Shade; 
hou can'ſt ſurpaſs the Painter's Art, 
nd real Warmth and Flames impart. 


ut oh! it neer can love like me, 
ye ever lov'd, and lov'd but thee: 


ay thou can'ſt love, and make me bleſt, 


. 


Tis true, thy Charms, O powerful Maid, 5 


hen, Charmer, grant my fond Requeſt, 


A 
— — — | — 


SONG for Sn Tint of Covvilealniouis 
EACH me, Chive, how to prove. 
My boaſted Flame ſincete: 
"Tis hard to tell how dear I love, 
And hard to hide ty Cite, 


Sleep in vain diſplays her Charminy - 
To bribe my Soul! to Reft, 
Vainly ſpreads her filken Arms, 
And courts me to ber Breaſk. 


Where can Ge loN And Repoſe, | 
If Che is not chere? 
For ahl no Peace his Boſom nir 
When abſent from the Far. 


What the“ Phœbus from on en 
With-holds his chearful Ray, 

Thine Eyes can well his Light fopplys * 

And W more thar' * 


_ 1 
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Be ſo kind, O ye Ny mphs, I oftimes heard her fa; 
Tell Strephon I die, it he paſſes this Way; 


And that Love PO OY : 


=” . $ Sangr. * 
FalcShepherdsthat tellthe ofbeautyand = x 


You deceive me, for Strephon's cold Heart never 
warms, 


Yetbring me this Strephon, let me FT in = 
ob! Strephon the Cane of my Mourning. 

But firſt, ſaid the, let me go 

Down to the Shades below, 


Eier ye let Strephon know 
That I have loy'd him ſo: 


Then on my pale Cheek no Bluſhes will ſhow; -"o 


That Love vas the Cauſe of my mourning, 

Her Eyes were ſcarce cloſed when Srrephon came 
He thought ſhe'd been ſleeping, and ſoftly drewr | 
But finding her breathleſs, Oh! Heavens did he 
Ah ! Chloris the Cauſe of my mourning. Lery. 


Reſtore me my Chloris, ye Nymphs uſe your Art, 
They ſighing reply d, twas yourſelf ſnot the Dart, 


That wounded the er young Shepherdeſs 
Heart, 


And bill d the poor Chloris with mourning, 


Ah then is Chloris dead, 
Wounded by me! he ſaid, 
I'll follow thee, chaſte Maid, 
Down to the ſilent Shade: 

Then on her cold ſnowy Breaſt leaning his Head, 


Expir'd the poor nga with * 


hd 


* 


15 4 wee hunt, dur 
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—— 
Tv Mrs, -'» H. on feng ber. 4 ort, 
. Tine of, The e in Mis 
00 K. where my dear Hamill ſiniles, 
4 Hamilla! heavenly Charmer, | 
See how with all their ang and Wiles 
The Loves and Grates arm her. 
A Bluſh dwells glowing, on her Cheeks, 
Eg Seats of Cy es, d 
Love in fmiling Language ; 
wer ſpreads his "rae Treat Chas, 
0 l Town thy Pow'r, 
f „1 ſigh and lan guiſn, 
: cam Oh ever will adore, WT 
And trium h in my Anguiſh, / | 
But eaſe, O barmer, eaſe my Care, 
And let my Torments move thee: 
As thdu art 1 of the Fair, 
So I the deareſt love thee. 


>a: n, + Þ 


The — SC 0 T. Dune me The Boatthah: 
E Gales that gently wave the Sea, 
And pleaſe the canny Boat-man; 
Bear me frae hence, or bring to me 
My brave, my bonny Scot· Man. 
In haly Bands 
we join d our Hands, 
Let may not tis diſcover; 


Wa Scores, * 
While Paren . n 
A large e 
Before a {eh 
But I loor cal in Highl, 
To herd th e ay Lug 604 
F'er I would for ſick little Eüds 
Refuſe my bonny n. f 
Wae wörth the Man © + 
Wha firſt- 
The baſe ungenerous kalen: 
Frae greedy Views | . 
Love 'S Art to uſe, > att 
While Stranger to its Paſſion... 
Frae foreign Eields, my love] Na, 
Haſte to thy longing, Laſſie, 
ha pants to preſs thy. bawny, Mouth, | 
And in her Boſom hawſe. 958 
Love gies. the Word,” - 
Then haſte on Board, 


Fair Winds ang. tenty Baat- mag, 


Fe Waft o'er, watt o'er. 
ey onder Shore, 
that i y Wh 2 my bonny Scot---Man, 


5 Scornfu NANSY. To. its © * 
ANSY's to the Green-Wood 7 OY 
To hear the Gow 

\nd Willie he has be Gomes . 


To gone * by . 
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With Bannocks of good Barly Meal, 
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A good blew Bonnet on his Head, 


| Now Wae and Wauder on, your Snout, | 


But a' that he cou'd fay or do, 
She geek d and ſcorned at him, 
And ay when he began to woo, 1 
She bid him mind wha gat him 
What ails ye at my Dad, quoth he, 
My Minny or my Aunty, 
With Crowdy Mowdy they fed/me, 
Lang- Kail and Ranty Taunty : 


Of thae there was right Plenty, 
With chapped Stocks — butter'd well, 
And was nat that right dainty. 


Altho' my Father was nae Laird, 
"Tis Daffin to be vaunty, 


He keepit ay a good Kail-yard, 
A Ha' Houſe and a Pantrie: 


An Owrlay bout his Cragy, 
And ay untill the Day he died. 
He rade on good Shanks Nagy. 


Wad ye hae bonny Nan, | 
Wad ye compare ye'r ſell to me, 
A Docken till a Tanſie? 
I have a Wooer of my ain, 
They ca' him ſouple Sandy, 
And well I wat his bony Mou 
Is ſweet like Sugar-Candy. 


of Scors Satt . 
ow Nanfy, What needs 2 this Din? 
Do I not ken this St 
m ſure the Chief of a his Kin 
Was Rab the Beggar Randy: 
His Minny upo ber Back 
Bare baith him and his Bully ; 
Will ye compare 3 12 Pack 
To me your winſome nah: 


h Gutcher lf «good raid Sword, 
Tho' it be auld and i 


et ye may tak it at iy werd, 
It is baith Rout and truſty; 

nd if I can but get it u 
Which will be right uneaſy, 

I ſhall lay baith my Lugs in Pays 
That be hall grep Hey: 


hen Nanſy ond eo aboutt, 4 
And ſaid, | 

e wadna 7 0 
I ken he diſna fear ye : os 
dae had ye'r Tongue and {ay mae malls 

Set ſomewhere. elſe r 
or as lang's 2 
Ye never Gall get Nb. 


FO 
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Slighted Nancy. Tune, The Kirk wad let me be, 

I'S I have ſeven braw new Gowns, 

And ither ſeven better to mak, 
And yet for a my new Gowns 

My Wooer has turn'd his Back. - 

Beſides I have ſeven Milk Ky, 

And Sandy he has but three; 

And yet for a my good Ky, 

The Ladie winna ha me. 


My Dady's a Delver of Dikes, 

My Mither can card and ſpin, 

And I am a fine fodgel Laſs, 

And the Siller comes linkin in: 

The Siller comes linkin in; | 
And it 1s fou fair to ſee, 15 
And fifty Times wow! droge 
What ails the Lads at me?? 


Whenever our Baty does bark, 
Then faſt to the Door I rin, 
To ſee gin ony young Spar 
Will light and venture but in: 
But never a ane will come in, 
Tho' mony a ane gaes by, 
Syne far ben the Houſe I rin; 
And a weary Wight am I. 


So 
= — NE —— 
— — — — 
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7 8 Sers . 


When I was at my firſt Pray'rs, | 

| I pray'd but anes i the Tear, 
me be. I wiſh'd for a handſome young Lad, 
. And a Lad with muckle Gear. 

ns, When I was at my neiſt Pray'rs, 
I pray'd but now and than, - 

I faſh'd na my Head about Gear, 

It I gat a handſome young Man. 


Now when I'm at my laſt Pray'rs, _ 
I pray on baith Night and Day, 
And O! It a Beggar wad come, 
With that fame Beggar Id Bae. 
And O, And what'll come o me? 
And O, What'll I do? 
That fic a braw Laſſie as I SY 
Shou'd die for a Wooer I trow: I's 
— — — 
+ Lacy N A NSY; Tune, Dainty Davy. 
HILE Fops in ſaft 1/alian Verſe, -' 
Ilk fair ane's Een and Breaſt rehearſe, 
While Sangs abound, and Scene is ſcarce, Wo 
Theſe Lines I have indited: Nr 
But neither Darts nor Arrows here, - K a. 
Venus nor Cupid ſhall appear, 
And yet with theſe fine Sounds I ſwear; © 
The Maidens are delighted. 
I un, ay telling you, 4 5 
Lucky Nanſy, Lucky Nanſy, > 


78: And ken ye, that atones the Crime, _ 
| i | Forby, how ſeet my Numbers chin, 


| 1 mn 4 New Ness, 


Auld Springs mad ding the, Nπ 
But ye wag never row me. 


Miranda, Chloe or Phillis: 
I'll fetch nae Simile frac Fave, 
My Hight of Extaſy to prove, '- 
Nor fighing,---thus---preſent my Love, 
With Roſes eck and . 
I was ay telling you; &c 
But ſtay, I had amaiſt 2 
My Miſtreſs and my Sang to Bogt, 
And that's an unko Faut I wat: 
But Nanſy tis nae Matter, 
Ye ſee I clink my Verſe wi Rhine, | 


And ſlide away like Water, 

5 1 4. ay telling you, Ke. | 
Now ken, my teyerend ſonſy Fair, 

Thy runkled Cheeks and lyart Hair, 

Thy baff Gut Een and holding Au, 
Are « my Paſſiog's Fewel. 

Nae ;ky'ring Gowk, my Dear, cap he | 


Or Love, or Grace, _— 


Yet thou haſt Charmg __ 
Fo RIEL FOO. 


"A 


Nor Snaw with Crimſon will I mis, q: 
To ſpread upon my Lafkie's Cheeks, | .. 
"0 And ſyne th' unmeaning Name prefix, 


a v | 


of Scor's Sag. 23 
Leexe me on thy Suauy Pow, 8 
Lucky Nanſy, Lucky Nanſy, 

Dryeſ Wood will eitheft low, 

And Nanſy ſae will ye now. © 
Troth I have ſung the Song to you 
Which ne'er anither Bard wad do; 


Hear then my charitable Vow, 
Dear venerable Nang. 


Bur if the World my Paſſion wrangy 

And fay ye only live in Sang, 

Ken I deſpiſe a ſlandring Tongue, 

And ſing to pleaſe my - | 
Leeze me on thy, &c 


A Scots Cantata. The Tune 3 an Tales 
Manner. Compos d by Sig. Lorenzo Bocchi. 
Late Jonny faintly teld fair Fean his Mind, 
Zeany took Pleaſure to deny him lang: 
He thought her Scorn came from a Heart unkind, 
Which gart in him „ i e 
S 
o bony Laſſie, ſince tis ſae, 
That I'm deſpis d by thee, 
I hate to live; but O Pm wae, 
And unko ſweer to. die. 
Dear Feany, think what dowy Hours 
I thole by your Diſdainn 
Ah! ſhould a Breaſt ſae faft as yours 
Conttin's Haro Sul * 


4 New det, 


R.ECITA WIV... 
Theſe tender Notes did a. her. Pity. mone, - ON 
With melting Heart ſhe liſtned to the. Boy 
O'ercome ſheſmil'd and promis d him vet 
He in return thus fapg his riſing Joy. 

Al 
Hence from my Breaſt | Goptentions Cate, 
Ye're tint the Power to pine, 
My Zeany's good, my Feany's fair, 
And a' her 8 Sweets are mine. 
O ſpread thine Arms and gi e me F 
Of dear inchantiog 4 = — 
4 hy by Mouth,, 
Sie Heaven with filka K 
eee —kñ erb — — 
10 N ' Thane, Save. ye. my Peggy. 
O ME let's hae mair Wine in. 
Bacchus hates ara?” ">a 
2 loos na dwining, 
Let's be blyth and fre. 
Away with dull here t ye, Sin, 
Ye'r Miſtreſs----gi'es ber, 11 
We'll drink her Health wi rah, TY 
Wha's belov'd' by thee. 1 
Then let ]Jnm ye, 
That's a Laſs can charm Jes a 
And to Joys alarm ye, A 
_ Sweet is ſhe to fe 


i N 


Some May ye wad Ge", ws 
And never wilt ane ny” 


| If ye barethtaded' een 
Love! Kiltet to the Knee. 
128 . dainty Laff, 
Come let's in We. Suns hls HRP 7 
e, And refreſh our Hades, 
f With a Health to thee. 
Let Coofs their Caſh be clinking;' 
Be Stateſmen tint in thinking. REN 
b hile we with Love and"Drinking, 
Give our Cares the Lie. 
1 B. The firſt Blank to be erg frogs with ib 
A Leher Nine, the tuo laſt bit 
—_— of the Toaſt. 


| Maggie's Toaber. To its ain Tune, 


H E Meal was dear Nliort Tyne, - 
We bickl'd oa” the gither; 
nd Maggie was in her Prime, 
hen Willie made Courtſhip tilb her: 
wa Piſtals charg'd begue, 

To gie the courting 'Sliot ; 

and ſyne came ben the LAH 
Vi Swats drawn frac the 
e firſt ſpeer'd at the Gui 
And ſyne at Giles the Mithery EG 
An ye wad gi's a Bit Land; HIER, 24>" 
ce'd buckle us | SE 


2 Sou n N. * 
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wg A New MicentLany 2 
My Davghter ye ſhall hae, | 
II gi you ker by the Hand 35 © 
But I'll part wi my Wife by my A* pak 
Or I part wi! my Land. n | 
Your Tocher it ſall he good, 
There's nane fall hae its Maik, 
The Laſs bound in her Snood, 
And Crummie who. kens her Stake: 
With an auld Bedden of Claith, 
Was left me by my Mither, 
They're jet black o'er wi' Fleas, 
Ye may cuddle in them the gither. 


Ye ſpeak right well, Guidman, 
But ye maun mend your Hand, 
And think o' Modeſty, 

Gin yell not quat your Land: 
We are but young, ye ken, 
And now we'r gawn the gither, 
A Houſe is butt and benn, 4 
And Crummie will want her Fother, 
The Bairns are coming on, 

And they'll cry, O their Mither! 


We hae nouther Por nor Pan, 
But four barg ybe gither. 


a Twas good MS to the e 
rare fir 


That anes were o' the Tweel, 
The t'ane to had the Grots, 
The ither to had the Meal: 


\nd that fall be your Coffer, 

i' aiken Woody-Bands, 

\nd that may had your Tocher, 
Conſider well, Guidman, 
Ve hae but borrow'd Gear, . 

he Horſe that l me on 

s Sandy Wilſon's Mare | 

he r Fn ain, 

n thae's but borrow'd Boots, 

nd whan that I gae hame, 

maun tak to my Coots: 

he Cloak is Geordy Watt's, 

hat gars me look ſae crouſe; +» 
_ fill us a Cogue of Swats, 
ell make nae mair toom Ruſe. 

I like you well, young Lad, 
or telling me fe plain, . 
married when little I had 

Gear that was my ain. 85 
ut ſin that Things are fu. 
* Bride ſhe maun come furth," ; 
a the Gear ſhe'lha'e, 
el Th but little N , 


A Scors Sagt. 


Vith an auld Kiſt made of Wands, 


1 
8 
2 
” N & 
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38 A New MrsczLLangy 

A Bargain it maun he, 

Fy cry on Giles the Mither : 

Content am I, quo' ſhe, 

E'en gar the Huſſie come hither, 

The Bride ſhe gade till her Bed, 

The Bridegroom he came till her; 

The Fidler crap in at the Fit, 

And | they N it a' the gither. 


— — 
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30 N G. Tune, Bligk oper the Bum, &, 


E AVE Kindred and Friends ſweet Berry, 
| Leave Kindred and Friends for me; | 
Aſſur'd thy Servant is ſteddy 
To Love, to Honour, and Thee. 
The Gifts of Nature and Fortune, 
May fly, by chance, as they came, 
They re Grounds the Deſtinies ſport on, 
But Virtue is ever the fame, 


Altho' my Fancy were roving, 
Thy Charms ſo heavegly appear, 

That other Beauties diſprqvimg, 
I'd worſhip thine only, my Dear. 


And ſhou'd Life's Sorrqyws embitter 


The Pleaſure we promis d our Loves; 
To ſhare them togither, is fitter, 


Than moan aſſunder like Doves, 


- of Seo 1 8 Samxs. 39 

Oh! were I but once ſo bleſſed, 

To graſp my Love in my Arms! 
By thee to be graſp'd ! and kiſſed 

And live on thy Heaven of Charms! 
I's laugh at Foftune's Caprices, 

Should Fortune capricious prove; 
Tho' Death ſnou d tear me to Pieces, 
Id die a Martyr to Love. 


Eleſtial wel tune your Lytes; * 

4 Grace all my Raptures with you Laſs. 
* enc Kate inſpires, 
he lofty Sounds her Beauties praiſe 

ow undeſigning ſhe diſpla s 
Such Scenes, as raviſh with Delight; 

ho' brighter than Meridian Rays, 

hey dazzle not, but pleaſe the Sight. 


Blind God give this, this only Dart, 
neither will, nor can her harm, 
would but gently touch her Heart, 
und try for once if that cou'd charm. 
o, Venus, uſe your fav 'rite Wile, 

\s ſhe is beauteous, make ber kind, 

et all your Graces round her ſmile, 
ind looth her till I Comfort find. 
D 2 
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In moving Notes, I'll tell the Maid, 


My raviſh'd fluttering Soul poſſeſs, 


40 A New Misceriany 
When thus, by yielding, Im o'erpaid, 
And all my enxious Cares remov'd, 


With what pure laſting Flames I lov'd. 
Then ſhall alternate Life and Death, | e 


The ſofteſt tend'reſt Things Hl breathe, 
Betwixt each am'rous fond Careſs, 


— 


SONG. Tune, The Broom of 3 


Gay Damon had the Skill to ſhun 


__— —— 


Ubjected to the Pow'r of Love 
By Nell's reſiſtleſs Charms, 
The Fancy fix d no more can rove, 


Or fly Love s ſoft Alarms. 


All Traps by Cupid laid, 
Untill his Freedom was undone 1 
By Nell the conqu'ring Maid. 


But who can ſtand the Force of Lore, 
When ſhe reſolves to kill? | 
Her ſparkling Eyes Love's Arrows prove, | 
And wound us with our Will. 


O happy Damon, hippy Fair, 
What Cupid has begun, 
May faithful Hymen take a Care 
To ſee it fairly done, 


of Sc ors Sf. 41 


8 ON G. Time of, Logan Water. 
Vitas hinnuleo me ſimilis, Chloe: 
E L L me, Hamilla, tell me why 
Thou doſt from him that loves thee run? 
Why from his foft Embraces fly, 
And ail his kind Endearments ſhun? 

So flies the Fawn, with Fear oppreſs d. 
Secking its Morher-ev'ry where, 

It ſtarts at ev'ry empty Blaſt, | 
And trembles When no Danger's near. 
And yet I keep thee but in view, 
To g2ze the Glories of thy Face, 

Nor with a hateful Step purſue, 

As Age, to rifle ey'ry Grace, | 
Ceaſe then, dear Wildneſs, ceaſe to toy; 

But haſte all Rivals to outſhine,'  _ 

And grown. mature, and ripe for Joy, _ 

Leave Mamma's Arms, and come to mine. 


TT 
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A South-Sea Sang. Deny ihe our lang biding 


And rantinly ran up and down, 
In riſing Stocks to bay. Skair: 
1 


& 
- 
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HEN we came to London Town, A 
We dream d of GowdinGowpingyhere, 


Ca | | * 
42 A New MiscELLANY 
'We daftly thought to row in Rowth, 
But for our Daffine pay'd right dear; 
The lave will fare the War in Trouth, 
For our lang biding hear. "Ih 
But when we fand our Purſes toom, 
And dainty Stocks began to fa, 
We hang our Lugs, and wi' a Gloom, 
Girn d at Stock-jobbing ane and a0. 
If ye gang near the Saut - Sea Houſe, 
The Whilywha's will grip ye'r Gear, 
Syne a' the lave will fare the War, 


For our lang biding here. 


Hap me with thy Petticoat. 
O0 B E L L thy Looks have kill'd my Heart, 
I paſs the Day in Pain, 
When Night returns I feel the Smart, 
And wiſh for thee in vain. 4 
Im ſtarving cold, while thou art warm, 
Have Pity and incline, | 
And grant me for a Hap Oe; 
ing Petticoat of thine." | 
My raviſh'd Fancy in "Amare, 
GAAP a here! 25 5 * 
DeltifiveDreatns'ten Wound Way © rok 
Preſent thee to ny Af Fg 
But waking think e gal, 1 
While cruel you decliie | 


” 
F 


of Scors Sangs, 
Thoſe Pleaſures, which can only cure 5 | 
This panting Breaſt of mine. | | 


I faint, I fail, and wildly rove, | | 
Becauſe you ſtill deny © © | 

The juſt Reward dert due to Love, -1 
And let true Paſſion die. | 

Oh! turn, and let Compaſſion ſeize | | | 
That lovely Breaſt of thine; | 

Thy Petticoat could give me Eaſe, 
If thou and it were mine. 


Sure Heav'n has fitted for Delight 
That-beauteous Form of thine, _. 

And thou rt too good it's Law to flight, - 
By hindring the Deſign. 

May all the Pow'rs of Love agree, 
At length to*make thee mine, 

Or looſe my Chains, and ſet me free 
From ev'ry Charm of thine. _ 


— — 


Love inviti Reaſon. Thws of Chami ms ; 
Tae ue dice city nl ' 
HENi innocent aim our Plato, 


10 Aid : Ah! ſhoulda new Manto, or Flanders Lace Head, 
SG tber grow forgetfu, and let his Heart bleed 


D Shall a Paris Edition of new-fangle Samy; 


44 A New MisczzrAvr 
O! as thou art bony be faithfu and'canny; 
Aud favour thy Jamie wha dots upon thee, 


Does 8 aLintwhite give Awnie th 
Can tyning of Trifles be uncaſy to-thee ? 


Can Lap-dogs and Monkies draw Tears \ frac 
theſe Ecen, 


That look withThdifſcrence on poordying me? 
Rouze up thy Reaſon, my beautifu' Annie, 
And dinna prefer a Paraquet to me, 
O! as thou art bony, be prudent and canny, 
And think on thy Fame, whadoatseporrthee, 


Or yet a wee Cottic, tho? never ſae fine, 


Thatanes had ſome Hope of purchaſing thine. 
Rouze up thy Reaſon, my beaatifu* Amie, 

And dinna prefer your Fleegeries to me; 
O! as thou art bony, be ſolid and canny, 

And tent a true Lover that doats-upon-ther 


Tho gilt o'er wi Laces and Fringes he be, 
By adoring himſelf, be admir'd by fair Aunie, 

And aim at theſe Benniſons promis d to me, 
Rouze up thy Reaſon, my beautifu Annie, 
And never prefer a light Dancer to me; 
©! as thou art bony, be conſtant and canny, , 
Love only 10 1 wha doats upon thee. 


A 
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O! think, my dear Charmer, on ilka ſweet Hour, 
hy ſlade away faftly between thee and me; 


wr rival my Love and impoſe upon thee. 
Rouſe up thy Reaſon, my beautifu Annie 
And let thy Deſires be'a? center d in me, 
O! as thou art bony, be faithfu* and canny, 
A" 2 wha's langing to center in thee? 


— — 
. The Bob " Dunblane. 


ASSIE, lend me your braw Hemp Heckle? 
And I'll lead you my Thripling Kamez * 

For Fainneſs, Deary, Tl gar ye keckle, 

If yell go dance the Bob of Dunblane. 

thrine. BY Haſt ye, gang to the Ground of yer Trunkies} 


ie, Busk ye braw, and dinna think Shame; 
me; Conſider in Time, if leading of Monkies 
7 Be better than dancing the Bob of Dunb lane. 


2 Be frank, my Laſſie, leſtI grow fickle, 

FM And take my Word and Offer again, 
a: Syne ye may chance to repent it mickle, 

s Ye didna accept of the Bob of Dunblane. 
The Dinner, the Piper and Prieſt ſhall be ready 
- 39] And Im grown Dowie with lying my lane, 
2 Away then leave both Minny and Dady, 
And try with me the Bob of Dun lane. 


er Squirrels or Beaus, or Fopp' ry had Power z , 
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SONG. Complaining of dine | Tink of 
VMÄç Apron Deary: 
H che! thou Treaſure, thou Joy of my 
Breaſt, 

Since I parted from thee ma Stranger to Reſt, 
I fly to the Grove, there to languiſh and mourn, 
"There ſigh for my Charmer, and long to return. 
Tho Fields all around me are ſmiling and gay 
But they ſmile all in vain, -my Chloe s away; 
The Fields and the Grove can afford me noEaſe, 
er gn me my Chloe, a Deſart will pleaſe. 


2 Virgin I ſee that my Boſom alarms, 

m cold tothe faireſt, tho glowing withCharms, 

A vain they attack me, and ſparkle Fn 
Theſe are not the Looks of my Chloe, 


| - Theſe Looks werebright Love like the Sen 
enthron'd, | 


And ſiniling diffuſes his Influence round. 
| *Twas thus I firſt view'd thee, mn. 
| | amaz d; | 
| Thus gaz'd thee with Wonder, and loy'd while 
| I gaz'd. 
| + Then, _ the dear fair One was ill in my 
Si 
It was Pleaſire- all Day, it was Rapture all Night; 

But now, by hard Fortune remov's from my Fair, 

In ſecret I G a Prey to Wan 


wy scon Sangs, - i 


— But Abſence and Torment abate not — 
f My Chloe's fill charming, my Paſſion the 

ol would the preferve we a Place in her Breaſts 
mA nm, n 


4 {ok 
: WH 7hehof in Yarrow. "7 Mary Scot. _ 


Ns of | WAS Summer nnen god the Day was fairy. 
Reſolv'd a while to fly from Care, 


geguiling Thought, for ing Sorrow, 
'3 ] — d A war 12 Tarrow; 
Till then deſpiſing Beauty's Power, 
I kept m cart, my own ſecure: _ 
But Cupid's Art did there deceive me, 
And 1 Charms do now enſlave me. 

Will cruel Love no Bribe receive? 
No Ranſom take for Mary's Slave; 
erFrowns of Reſt and Hope deprive mY 
er lovely Smiles like Light | revive me. 


No Bondage may with mine compare, 

dince firſt I ſaw this charming Fair, 

This beauteousFloyyer, Role? 

n Nature's Gardens has no Marrow. 
Had I of Heaven but one Requeſt, | 

d ack to ly in Mary's Breaſt; / a] 

here would I live or die with Pleaſure; | 
2 
{iz Cour ad Gurney 
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For leaving Life I'll always love her. 


Soon as the ritidy Morn diſplay d 4 
I met betimes my lovely Maid, 


Beneath the cooling Shade we lay, * 


In Raptures I beheld her Eyes, — 
nne. yi 


My Joy complete on ſuch a Marrow, 
Fa dwell with her and live on Yarrow; _ 
But tho' fuch Bliſs I ne er ſhould gain, 


Contented ſtill I wear my Chain, | 
In hopes my faithful Heart may move her; | 


What Doubts diſtract a Lover's Mind? S| 
That Breaſt all ſoftneſs muſt prove kind; 

And ſhe ſhall yet become my Marrow, 

The lovely beauteous Roſe of Yarrow. In 


The laſt Time I came oer the Moor. 
H E laſt Time I came o'er the Moor, 
I left my Lord behind 3 me; 

YePow'rs! What Pain do I endure, 
When ſoft Ideas mind me? | 


The beaming Day enſuing, 
In fit Retreats for Wooing. 


Gazing and chaſtly ſporting ; | 
We kiſs d, and promis d Time away,. 

Till Night ſpread her black Curtain. 
I pitied all beneath the Skies 

Ev'a Kings when ſhe was nigh me: 


. 
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Shou d I be call'd where Cannons roar, 
Where mortal Steel may wound me; 
Or caſt upon ſome foreign Shore, | 
Where Dangers may ſurround me; /; 
Yet Hopes again to ſee my Love, 

To feaſt on glowing Killes, _ M 
Shall make my Cares at Diſtance more, 

In Proſpect of ſuch Bleſſes. | 


In all my Soul, there's not one Place | 
To let a Rival enter; | 9 
Since ſhe excells in every Grace © © 
In her my Love ſhall center. | 
Sooner the Seas ſhall ceaſe to flow, 
Their Waves the Alps ſhall cover, 
On Greenland Ice ſhall Roſes grow, 
Before I ceaſe to love her. 5 


The next Time I go Oer the Moor, 1 
She ſhall a Lover find me; 
ind that my Faith is firm and pure, 
Tho' I left her behind me: + T 

hen Hyrnen's ſacred Bonds ſhall chain | | 
My Heart to her fair Boſom, | 
here, while my Being does remain, 
My Love mere men a 


. 
z 


I 
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J R ra . 
The Laſs of Peatie's Mill. 
HE Laſs of Peatie's Mill, 0 
So bony, blyth and gay, 
In ſpite of all my Skill, 
Hath ſtole my Heart away. 
When tedding of the Hay, 
Bare- headed On the Green, . 
Love *midſt her Locks did play, 
And wanton'd in her Een, 


Her Arms, white, round and ſmooth, 
Breaſts riſing in their Dawn, 
To Age it wou'd give Youth, 
To preſs em with his Hand. 
- Thro' all my Spirits ran 
An Extaſy of Bleſs, 
When I ſuch ſweetneſs fand 
Wrapt m a balmy Kiſs, 


Without the Help of Art, 

Like Flow'rs which grace the Wild, 
She did her Sweets impart, 
Wbene er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd: 

Her Looks they we fo mild, 

Free from affected Pride, 
She me to-Lore beguil'd, 


I wiſh'd her for py Bride: 


a = CY 


O had 1 Tall that Wealth 
Hoptoun's high Mountains fill, 
Inſur d long Life and Health, 
And Pleaſures at my Will; 
I'd promiſe-and fulfil, 
That none but boriny ſhe, | 
The Laſs of Peantrie's Mill | 
Shou'd ſhare the ſame wi” me. 


lt. i. et com... ai. dra 


Green Slevves. | 
E watchful Guardians of the Fair, 
Who skiff on Wings of ambient Air, 
Of my dear Delia take a Care, | 
And repreſent her Lover, 
With all the Gaiety of Tout, 
With Honour, Juſtice, Love and Truth, 


Till I return, her Paſſion ſooth, 
For me, in Whiſpers move her. 3 


Be careful no baſe ſordid Slave, 
With Soul funk in a golden Grave, 
Who knows no Virtue but to fave, 

With glaring Gold bewitch her. 
Tell her for me ſhe was deſign'd, 
For me, who know how to be kind, 
And have mair Plenty in my Mind, 

Than one who's * times richer. 

| 2 


* 

9 * 9 
1 * 
= - 9 "ol 
* 
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Let all the World turn upſide down, 
And Fools run an eternal Round. 
In queſt of what can ne er be found, 
To pleaſe their vain Ambition. 


Let little Minds great Charms eſpy | 


In Shadows which at Diſtance ly, 
Whoſe hop'd for Pleaſures, when come nigh, 
' Prove nothing in Fruition.. 


But caſt into a Mold divine, 

Fair Delia does with Luſtre ſhine, 

Her vertuous Soul's an ample Mine, 
Which yields a conſtant Treaſure, . 
Let Poets, in ſublimeſtLays _ 
Imploy their Skill her Fame to raiſe; 
Let Sons of Mufick paſs whole Days, 
With well-tun'd Reeds to pleaſe her. 


— 


— 


The Yellow-hair'd Laddie. 


TN April whenPrimroſes paint the ſweetPlain, 
And Summer approaching rejoiceth tix 


Swain, 

The Yellow-hair'd Laddie would oftentimes go 
To wildsand deep Glens, where the Hawthorn 
trees grow. 


There under the Shade of an old ſacred Thorn, 
| With Freedom he ang his Loves Ev 'ning and 


Moray: 


" 71 "— "omm_—_ %' 


all af -& 


Then; fightng, trewith'd, 
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He ſang with ſo ſaft and enchanting a Sound, 
That Silvans and Fairies unſeen danc'd around. 


The  Shephend thus ſung, Tho young Maja 


Her Beauty is daſh'd with a ſcorntu* proud Air; 
But Suſie was handſome and ſweetly eould ling, 
HerBreathliketheBreezesperfum'dintheSpring. | 


ThatMadie in all the gay Bloom of herYouth, 


Likethe Moon was unconftant, and 9 ſpoke 
Truth: 


But Suſie was faithful, good bumour-d * free, 
And fair as the Goddeſs who ſprung from the Sea. 


That Mamma's fine Daughter, with all he 


great Dowr, 
Was aukwardly airy, and Frequently ſowr: 


The neue wee 1 8 3 be. 


NANNT- o. 9 
Wu eee 


Twixt Lais and the Bos, 

11 ave my ſelf, and without enn 
Kiſs and cateſ my Nmy. AO. 
She bids — Cnensc Poe, 
Then Ta hr e 

. 


* « . 
* . - 


F . in a Myrtle Grove, 
Nor let the Shaft at random rove, 
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Were to paint the Queen of Love, 

None elſe ſhould fit but Nanny -O. 
How joyfully my Spirits riſe, 


When dancing ſhe moves finely—O 


I gueſs what Heaven is by her Eyes, 


Which ſparkle ſo divinely—O. 


' Attend my Vow, ye Gods, while I 


Breath in the bleſt Britannia, 
None's Happineſs I ſhall envy, _ 
As long's ye grant me Namy—0. 
CHORUS. 
My benny, bonny Nanny—O, 
My lovely charming Nanny—O, 
J care not tho the World know 
How dearly I love Nanny—O. 


— 


Bomy JEAN. 
Said Cupid, bend thy Bow with Speed, 


For Jeany's hanghty Heart muſt * 
From Paphos ſhot an Arrow keen, 
Which flew unerring to the Heart, 
And kill'd the Pride of 1 | | 


No more the Nymp, with haughty Air, 
Refuſes Wilke's kind Addreſs, 
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Her yielding Bluſhes ew no Care, 
But too much Fondneſs to ſuppreſs. 
No more the Youth is ſullen now, 
But looks the gayeſt on the Green, 
Whilſt every Day he ſpies ſome new , 


Surpriſing Charms in bonny Fear. 


A thouſand Tranſports crowd his Breaſt, 
He moves as light as fleeting Wind. 
His former Sorrows ſeem a Jeſt, . 
Now when his Feanie is turn d kind | 
Riches he looks on with Diſdain, 
The glorious Fields of War look mean; 
The chearful Hound and Horn give Pain, 
If abſent from his bonny Fenn. 8 


The Day he ſpends in am rous Gaze, 
Which even in Summer ſhorten'd-ſcems, - 
When ſunk in Downs with glad Amaze, 
He wonders at her in his Dreams. | 
All Charms diſclos d, ſhe looks more 
Than Troy's Prize, the Spartan Queen, 
With breaking Day he lifts his Sight, 
And 2.8 to be with bonny — 
O47 why leaves thou thy Nelhyto mourn. || 

4 Preſence cou'd eaſe me, | 
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Now dowie 1 figh on the Bank of the Burn, 
Or throw the Wood, Laddie, until thou return, 


Tho Woods now are bony, and Mornings are 
While Lav'rocks are ſinging, . [clexr, 

| And Primroſes ſpringing; 85 

Yet nane of them pleaſes my Eye or my Ear, | 
When throw the Wood, Laddie, yedinna appear. 


That I am forſaken, ſome ſpare not to tell; 
I'm faſh'd wi” their Scorning, 

0 Baith Ev'ning and Moroing ; | 
it! Their Jcering gaes aft to my Heart wi'a Kndl, 
Wdben throw the Wood, Laddie;I wander my ſel. 


Then ſtay, my dear Sandy, nac langer away, 

1 But quick as an Arrow, ] 
Haſte here to thy Marrovwy, | 

Whas living in Langour till that happy Day, ; 

When throw. the ook Laddie, an 

d and Pu. | I 


* . 
- 
L 


Doren the Burn, Davie, 
V 7 HEN Trees did bud, and Ficlds u were 

þ F 

i When Mary was Safe gy wy f 
And Love ug d in her Exc. 


Blyth Davie's Blinks her Heart did * 
To ſpeak ber Mind thus frer, 


1 'of Scors won, "= 
And I ſhalt follow theo, 


Now Davie did each Lad ſurpaſs, 
That dwelt on this Burnſide, 

And Mary was the bonnieft Laſs, 
Juſt meet to be a Bride; 1 

Her Cheeks eee 
Her Een were bonny blue; 

Her Looks were like Aurora bright, 


Her Lips like dropping Dew. _ , 


As down the Burn they took their Way; | 
What tender Tales they aid; 
And with her Boſom play'd, 

Till baith at length impatient growny 
To be mair fully bleſt, 

In yonder Vale they lean'd them down 
Love only law the reſt. 


What paſs'd, I gueſs was harmleſsPlay, 
And naithing ſure unmeet ; | 
For ganging hame, I heard them fy, 
They lik d a Wa'k fac ſweet ; 
And that they aften ſhould return 
Sic Pleaſure to renew, 
Quoth Mary, Love, I like the Burn, 
And ay ſhall follow you, 


A Boſom fo flinty, ſo gentle an Air, 
Inſpires me with Hope, and yet bids me deſpair 
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SONG. ne, The Yellow-hair'd Laddie. 
E Shepherds and Nymphs that adorn the 
gay Plain, 
ali your Sports, and attend to my 
train; 
Amongſt all your Number a Lover ſo true, 


Was ne er ſo undone, with ſuch Bleſs in his View. 
Was ever a Nymph ſo hard · hearted as mine? 


— 8 o - . 


it! She knows me ſincere, and ſhe ſees how I pine, 
' Shedoesnot diſdain me, nor frown in her Wrath, 


But calmly and mildly reſigns me to Death. 


She calls me her Friend; but her Lover derijes 
She ſmiles when I'm chearful, but hears not my 
[Sighs: 


I fall at her Feet, and implore her with Tears. 
Her Anſwer confounds while her Mannerendears; 
When ſoftly ſhe tells me to hope no Relief, 
My trembling Lips bleſs her in ſpite of my Grief, 


By Night while I lumber, Mill haunted with 
Care, 
I ftart up in Anguiſh, and figh for the Fair: 
The Fair ſleeps in Peace, may ſhe ever do ſol 
And only when dreaming imagine my Wo. 


fSecors _ TY 
2 Then gazeat a Diſtance, nor farther aſpire, 4 
Ner think By Raney love, whom ſhe cannot 


de Huſh all thy Complaining, and dying her Slave, 
Commend her to 1 ang — lelf to ay 
ny Graves | 


SONG. Twne, When ſhe came ben, (oe. 


OME fill me a Bumper, my Jolly brave 
78. 

Let's have no more Female Impertinence and 

Noiſe; [ Love, 

For I've try'd the Endearments and Pleaſures of 

And I find they're but Nonſenſe and Whimſies, 

by Jeve. | 3 


When firſt of all Berry and I were 
Iwhin'd like a Fool, and ſhe figh'd like a Saint: 
Butl found her Religion, her Face and her Love, 
Were Dp Paint, and er by 


Sweet Cecil came next with her kpguifhing 
| Air, 


Her Outſide was orderly, modeſt. and fair, _ 
But her Soul was ſophiflicate, ſo was her Love; 


For | found ſhe. was only a:$irwmpue by Fave, 


— 
— 
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| NeitherDangernorDeatb ſhall &erfright me—0, 


Lage 3 Gold charm'd me at 
[beſt 


(You —— * and Money together does 
Du cha Baggage . . *. and her 
Love, TS | 
Gave her Gold to a fv ling dull Cn by 
Come fill me a zumper then. jolly brave Boys: b 
Here's a 4 to Female Impert'nence and 
1 know fewof the Sex that are worthy myLove: , 
And for Strumpets and Filrs, I abhor them by 
A 
D 
anne ben T, 
Umbarton's Drums hs 8195 
— — 1 Ar 
How happy am I, = 
When my Soldier is by, 
While he kiſſes and bleſles his Annie O. 8 
Tis a Soldier alone can delight me—O; 
For his graceful Looks do inviteme—O: Th 


While guarded in his Arms, 


( 
Til fear no Wars Alarms, e 


= 


1 

And 

My Love is a handſome Laddie- O. A 
Gentile, but ne'er _ nor gaudy—0: 


of Story Sabi. 


m Tho Commiſſions are dear, 

t.) Yet Ill buy him one this Lear: + 

Por be ſhall ſerve no longer a Cadie—O, 
er A Soldier has Honour and Brarery—O, 222 
ve, WH Unacquainted w gs 1 
* But the Ladies or the 


her Thing, 


He minds 


For every other Care is but 1 

Then I'll be the Captain's Lady -O, 
Farewel all my Friends, and my Daddy O 
Tl wait no more at home, | 
But Il follow with the Drum, Wk 
And when e er that beats I'll be ready O. 
Dumbarton's Drums ſound bonny— O. 
They are ſprightly like my dear 

How happy ſhall I be, hits 
When on my Soldier's Knee, 

And he kiſſes and bleſſes his Annie—O. 


- 
" 


Anld lang he. | 
Hould auld Acquaifitancebe' forgot; 

Tho? they return with Scars Þ 
Theſe are the noble Hero's Lot, 

Obtain'd in glorious Wars: 
Welcome my VAR O, to my Breaſt, 
o. Thy Arms about me twine, 

ind make me once again as bleſt, 


ee ie 5 
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| Methinks around us on each Bough, 
A thouſand Cupid: play, 


Each Object makes me gay: | 
Since your Return the Sun and Moon 
| _ With brighter Beams do ſhine, 
j Streams murmur ſoft Notes while they wits 
tl As they did lang ſyne. f 

Deſpiſe the Court and Din of State; 
| | Let that to their Share fall, iy 
Who can eſteem ſuch Slav'ry great, 

While bounded like a Ball; 
8] But ſunk in Love, upon my Arms 
of Let your brave Head recline, | 
. We'l pleaſe our Elves with mutual Chrmt 
it As we did lang ſyne. 'Y 
| Oer Moor and Dale, with your gay Friend, 
bl You may purſue the Chaſe, 


_ — * — 
3 

—— — rf !!̃ „U L—E or ooo 

—— —— — 8 

a > — - — - 


All Care in my Embrace: 
And in a vacant rainy Day - 
You ſhall be wholly mine; 

We'll make the Hours run ſmooth away, 
And laugh at lang ſyne. | 
W The Hero pleas'd with the ſweet Air 
l And Signs of generous Lore, 
Which had been utter'd by the Fair, 

Bow'd to the Powers above; 


Wo Whilſt thro' the Grove walk with you; 


And, after a blyth Bottle, nc 
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Next Day with Conſent and glad Haſte 
Th' approach'd the facred Shrine, 


Where the good Prieſt the Couple bleſt, | 
ann Fine. 95 


4 


. — 


— —— 


* — 


The Laſs of Livingſton. "4 
AIN'D with her {lighting Famie's Love, 
Bel} dropt a Tear Bell dropt a IN. 
The Gods deſcended from above, 
Well pleas d to hear, —well pleas d to bear. 
They heard the Praiſes of the Youth | 
From her own Tongue—from herown Tongue, 
Who now converted was to Truth, 
And thus ſhe ſung,—and thus ſhe ſung. 


Bleſt Days when our ingen'ous Sen, 
More frank and kind, more frank and kind, 
Did not their lov'd Adorers yer, 

But ſpoke their Mind, - but ſpoke their Mind, 
Repenting now ſhe promis d fair, 
Wou'd he return, wou'd he return, 
She ne er again wou'd give him Care, 
Or cauſe him mourũ, —or cauſe him mourn. 
Why lov'd I the deſerving Swain, 
et ſtillthoughtShame,--yet ſtill thought Shame, 
hen he my yielding Heart did gain, 
To own my Flame, to own my Flame? 

E 2 
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| Why took I Pleaſure to torment, y 
And ſeem too coy—and ſeem too u 
Which makes me now alas! lament 
My ſlighted Joy. — my fligHted Joy. 


| | 1 Ve Fair, while Beauty's in its Spring. 
| Own your Defire,—own your Deſire, 

Wy While Love's young Power with his ſoft Wing 
Fans up the Fire, Fans up the Fire. 

O do not with a filly Pride, | 
or low Deſign,-or low Defign, 
LT Refuſe to be a happy Bride, 
But anſwer plain, But anſwer plain. 


Thus the fair Mourner wail'd her Crime, 
With flowing Eyes, with flowing Eyes, 
Glad Jamie heard her all the Time, 
With ſweet Surprize, - with ſweet Surprize, „ 

| Some God had led him to the Grove, 6; 
His Mind unchang'd,—his Mind unchang'd; K 


Flew to her Arms and cryd my Love, 
I am revenge meg U ds L 
— ———— At 
Peggy, I nut Ive thee. T 
$ from a Rock paſt all Relief, Gy 
The Ship-wrackt Colin ſpying St; 
is native Soil, o'ercome with Grief, 1 


Half fink in Waves and dying; 


. 0 
ö 


N 
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With the next Morning Sun be ſpies 
A Ship, which gives unhop'd Surprize, 
New Life ſprings up, he lifts his Eyes 
With Joy, and waits her Motion. 


So when by her whom long I lov'd, 
I ſcorn'd was and deſerted, | 

Low with Deſpair my Spirits mov'd, 
To be for ever parted: 

Thus droopt I, till diviner Grace 

I found in Peggy's Mind and Face, 

Ingratitude appear d then baſe,  - 
But Virtue more engaging. 


Then now ſince happily I've hit, 
TIl have no more delaying, 
Let Beauty yield to Manly Wit, 
We loſe our ſelves in ſtaying ; 
III haſt dull Courtſhip to a Cloſe, 
Since Marriage can my Fears oppoſe, 
Why ſhould we happy Minutes loſe, 
Since Peggy I muſt love thee ? 


Men may be fooliſh, if they pleaſe, 
And deem't a Lover's Duty, 
To ligh, and facrifice their Eaſe, 
Doating on a proud Beauty: 
Such was my Caſe for many a Year, 
Still Hope ſucceeding to my Fear, 
F in 


- Falſe Berry's Charms now diſappear, 
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Since Peggy's far ourſhine them. 


They are twa bonny 
They bigg'd a Bower on yon Burn-Brae; 
And theek'd it o'er- wi' Raſhes. 
Fair Beſſ Bell I loo'd Yeſtreen.. 
And thought I ne'er cou d alter; 
But Mary Gray's twa pawky Een 
They gar my Fancy falter. 
Now Beſy's Hairs like a Lint-tap, 
She ſmiles like a May Morning, | 


When Phobus ſtarts from Thetis Laps 


The Hills with Rays adorning: _ © 


- White is her Neck, Gft is her Hand, 1 | 


Her Waſte and Feet's fou genty,  _ 
Wich ilka Grace the can command. | 
Her Lips, O wow, they're. dainty. boy 


| And Mary's Locks are like a, Craw, 


Her Eyes like Diamonds glances, 
She's ay ſae clean, redd-up aud brav,, ] 
She kills whene'er ſhe dances : 8 N 


Blyth as a Kid, with Wit at Will, 
Sbe tight and tall i 

And guides her Airs fac gracefu ffillt... 

O Jeue! ſhe's like thy Talus. 


* 
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Dear Beſſy Bell and Mary Gr, 
Ye unco fair oppreſs us: * 
Our Fancies jee between you twa, 
Fe are ſic bonny Laſſes: 

Wae s me! for baith J canna get, &.} 
To ane by Law weer ſtented; | 
Then II draw Cuts, and take my Fate, 

nnn | 


— 


Fay : ah 4 
70 pho Irv the | 
_JONNY. 

HO! for ſeven Years and mair, Honour 

ſhou'd reave me, | 
To Fields where ,Cannons rair, thou need na : 
grieve thee, 1 
Far deep tp any ohh Sn fone wn ni 
And Love ONT, ay * Love has 
D 
Leave thee, leave thee, 727 tz leave thee, © 
Gang the Warld as it will, Deareſt believe me. 
NELLY. | 
O Jorny, I'm m jealous when e er ye diſcover 
My Sentiments yielding, ye Il turn a looſe Rover 
And —_— i the Warld wad ven my Heard 
cr, 120 4 
Een rho AIR 
Grieve me, grieve ma, O it Wd ma! 
4 the lang Night and Pap, if you duenve mes 


6k | | * 
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2 TOWN Y:: | 
My Nelly, let never fic Fancies opprefs ye, 
For, while my Blood's warm, I'll kindly careſs 
Je 3 
Your ond ing ſaft Beauties firſt beeted Love's 
| ire, | 
YourVirtueand Wit make it ay flame the higher. 
Leave thee, leave thee, II never leave thee, 
Gang the Warld as it will, Deareſt, believe me, 


NELLY. + 
Then, Jonny, I frankly this Minute allow ye 
To think me your Miſtreſs, for Love gars me 
trew ye, 
And gin ye prove fa ſe, to ye r ſel} be it ſaid then 
Yell win but ſma Honour to wrong a kind 


| Reave we, reave me, Heavens ! Tt wad reave 
me 


of * Reſt Night and Day, if ye deceive me. 
ne 


Bid Iceſhogles hammer red Gauds on the 
Studdy, | 


And fir Simmer Mornings nae mair appear 


Bid Britons cat they obey ye, 
But never till that Time, believe LI betray ye: 
Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee, 
Thy Stars flap gang whiherſhing e er I decciu 
2 hee. | Kun WS + $8. 
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OY SO we I 


My Deary, if thou die. 

OVE never more ſhall give me Pain, 
L My Fancy's fix'd on thee; - 
Nor ever Maid my Heart ſhall gain, 

My Peggy if thou die. 
Thy Beauties did ſuch Pleaſures gives 

Thy Love's ſo true to me- 
Without thee I ſhall never live, 

My Deary, if thou die. CELLS 


If Fate ſhall tear thee from my Breaſt, _ ' 
How ſhall I lonely ſtra ? 
In dreary Dreams the Night LY 

In Sighs the filent Day. 
I neer can fo much Virtue find, 
Nor ſuch Perfection ſee: | 
Then mange 
My Peggy after thee. 


Now new-blown Beauty fires my Heart 
With Cupid's raving Rage, 

But thine, which can ſuch Sweets impart; 
Muſt all the World 

"Twas this that Ike the Morning Sun, 
Gave Joy and Life to me, 

And when its deſtin'd Day is done, 
With Peggy let me die. | 
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Ye Powers that ſmile on virtuous Love, 
And in ſuch Pleaſure ſhare! 

You, who its faithful Flames approve, 
With Pity view the Fair. 

Reſtore my Peggy's wonted Charms, 
Thoſe Charms ſo dear to me: 

Oh! never rob them from thoſe Arms: 
I'm loſt, if 7 die. 


n 


WE ET Sir, for your Courteſie, 


| - When ye come by the Baſ; then, IM” 

For the Love ye bear to me, 
1; Buy me a Keeking-glaſs then. * 
q 1 Janet, Janet ; 


| I A there yell fee ye'r bonny fa,” 
0 j My Fo Janet. 
“EReeking in the Draw-well clear, 
Wbat it I ſhould fa' in, | 
Syne a my Kin will lay and {wear 
I drown'd my fell for Sin. 
Ha'd the better be the Brae, 
Janet, Janet; 
Ha'd the better be the Brae, 
My Fo Janet. 
| Good Sir, for your Courteſie 
Coming through Aberdeen then, 


of Scors Sang. 


For the Love ye bear to me, = 
Buy me a Pair of Shoon then, 
Clout the auld, the new are dear, 8 

Janet Janet; | . 
At Pair may gen ye haff « Tear, 
My Fo Janet. 
But what if on the Gren, 
And skipping like a Mawkiog, . wm 
If they ſhou'd ſee my clouted Shoon, 
Of me they wilt be tauking. 
Dance ay laigh, and late at E'en, 
Janet, Janet + | 
Syne a their Faxes will we be ſeen, | 
My Fo Janet. 
Kind Sir, for your Courteſie, 
When ye gae'to the Croſs then, 
For the Love ye bear to me, 
Buy me a pacing Horſe then. 
Pace upo your Spinning - wheel, \ 
Janet, Janet ; 
ace up your Spinning-wheel, 
My Fo Janet. 
My Spinning-wheel i is auld and tiff, 
The Rock o't- winna ſtand, Sir; 
o keep the Temper-pin in tiff, 
Employs att my Hand, Sir. 
e the beſt ot that you can, 
Janet, Janet; 


* 


- 
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| Bur like ie never wale « Min,” 


My Fo le. 


"$0 NU: Tm, Joi Jai 
H A T means this niceneſs now of late, 


Such Diſtance may confift with State, 
But never will wich Love. 
Tis either Cunning or Diſdain, 


That does ſuch Ways allow; 


The firſt is baſe, the lat is vain? : 
_ nnn | 


You over-a@ your Part, 


And if it be to have me 4 


You need not haff that Art: 


For if you chance a Look to caſt, 


That ſeems to be a Frown, 3 
Tl give you all the Love that's paſt © 
on hes han r 


Aula Rob Morris, 


MIT HER. 6 
ULD Reb- Morris, that wins in vn Gl, 


He's the King of Fellow s, and Wak 
of auld Men good 


| Has fourſcore of black Sheep, and fourkcoretoo) 


Auld Rob Morris i is the Man ye maun loo. 


Since Time that Truth does prove; 


$- 1 


ves. 


* 
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DOUGHTER. —_— 


Had your Tongue, Mither, and let that abee, 
For his Eild and my Eild can never agree: 
They'll never agree, and that will be ſeen, 
For he is Fourſcore, and Im but Fifteen. 


MITHER. * 


Had your Tongue, Doughter, and lay yr 


pride, 


For he's be theBridegroom, and ye'sbe the Btide: 


He ſhall ly by your Side, and kiſt you too, 

Auld Rob Moris is the Man ye maun loo. 
DOUGHTER, 

Auld Rob Moris, I ken him fou weel, 

His A- it ſticks out, like ony Peet-creel, - 

He's out-ſhinn'd, in-knee'd, and ri 


Auld Rob Moris is the Man Tl! ne'er loo. 


MITH ER. 
Tho' auld Rob Moris be an elderly Man, 
Yet his auld Braſs it will. buy a new Pan; 
Then Doughter, ye houdna be ſae ill _ 
For auld Rob Moris is the Man ye maun loo. 


DOUGHTER. 
But auld Rob Moris I never will har 
HisBack is ae ftff, and bis Beard is grown grafs 
[ had titter die, than livewi' him a Year, 
vc mair of Rob Moris I never will hear. | 


4 . 
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SONG. The of, Come ii with mis he, 


Y Focky blyth for what thou baſt don, 
There is nue Help „ 
For thou haſt jogg d me out * 1 
For a thy fair Pretending. 
if My Mither ſees a Change on me. h 
11 For my Complexion daſhes, 
And this, alas! "res Y 
Sae late among the Raſhes, 
F 0G KTL. y 
My Peggy, What I'ye faid 11! do, 
To free thee frac her Scouling; 7 
Come then let us buckle to. 
Nae langer let's be fooling : w 
For her Content I'll inſtant wed, | 
Since thy Complexion dathes ; B 
5 And then we'll try a Feuther- bed, 
0 Tis fafrer than the Raſhes. 
"ſt ENRE & & T 
WY Then Fothy fince thy Love's ae true, 
let Mither ſcoul, I'm eafy: Al 
0 Sac lang's I live, I ne er ſhall rue, 


For what I've done to pleaſe these; Fo 


And there's my Hand, I's ne'er complain: 
Ol weell's me on the Raſhes; 6 

Whene er thou likes, I'll do't- again, 
And a Fegfor a their Claſhes, 


Te 


4 


erer. 
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% 
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. 80 N. . oh leder, les 
ne S Silvia ina Forteſt lay, 
To vent her Woe alone; 

Her Swain Sylvander came that Way. 
And heard her dying Moan, | 

Ah! is my Love (ſhe ſaid) to you, 
So worthleſs and fo vain: 

Why is your wonted Fondneſs now, 
Converted to Diſdain. 


You row d the Light ſhould Darkneſs tum, 


Eer you'd exchange your Love; 
In alan now may Creation mourns. 


Since you unfaithful prove. 
Was it for this I Credit gave 

To ev'ry Oath you ſawore? | 
But ah! it ſeems they moſt deceive, _ 

Who moſt our Charms adore, 


Tis plain your Drift was all Deceit, 

The Practice of Mankind: 

My Love had made me blind. 
For you, deli I could die: 

But Oh! with Grief Pm fill'd, 
To think that credulons conſtant 
Should by your Pw SNL . 

G 2 
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| * This ſaid, ---allbreathleſs, fick and pale 
Her Head upon her Hand, 

She found her vital Spirits fail, 

And Senſes at a Stand. 

Sytvander then began to melt: 

But e er the Word was given, 
The heavy Hand of Death ſhe felt, 
And ſigh'dher Soul to Heaven. 


| The Young Laird and Edinburgh Katy. 
| OW wat ye wha I met Yeſtreen, 
| Coming down the Strect, my Jo, 
| My Miſtreſs in her Tartan Screen, 
| Fow bonny, braw, and ſweet, my Jo? 
5 My Dear, quoth L. Thanks to the Nicht 


That never wiſht a Lover ill, 


11 - Since yer out of your Mither's Sight, 
1 Let's take a Wauk up to the Hill. 
"i O Katy, wiltu gang wr me, 
| And leave the dinſome Town a while, 
| The Bloflom's ſprouting trac the Tree, 
| And a' the Summer's gawa to ſmile; 
The Mavis, Nightingale and Lark, 
4 The blecting Lambs and whiſtling Hynd, 
= In ilka Dale, Green, Shaw and Park, 
Will nouriſh Health, and glad your Mind. 
Soon as the clear Goodman of Day  _ 
Bends his Morning Draught of Dew,. 


\ 


1 


we ll gae to ſome Burnſide and pla. 
And gather Flowers to busk yer Brow. . 
We'llpou the Daiſies on the Green, 
The lucken Gowans frae the Bog 
Between Hands now and then we'll lean, 
And ſport upo the Velvet Fog. 


There's up into a pleaſant Glen, 
A wee Piece frae my Father's Tower, 

A canny, ſaft and flowry Den, 
Which cireling Birks have form'da Bower 

Whene'er the Sun grows high and warm, 
We'llto the caullerShade remove, 

There will I lock thee in mine Arm, + 
And love and kiſs, and kiſs, and lone. 


SLRS 22 „ 
— K 


n 


KATY" Aer 
Y Mither's ay glowran o'er me, 80 
Tho' the didthe fame before me, | 


I canna get Leave 2 
To look to my Love; 


Or elſe ſbe ide Ike to derour m. 


Right fain wad I take ye'r Offer, | 
Sweet Sir, but I'll tine my Tocher, 
Then, Sandy, yell ft. 
And wyte yer poor Kaze, 
Whene'er er en 
3 | 
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For tho' my Father has Plenty | 
| Of Sitter and Pleniſhing dainty, 
| vet he's unco ſwear 
| To twin wi' his Gear, 
And ſae we had need to be tenty. 
Tutor my Parents apy | 
| one eg Mook, * 
| | Brag well of ye'r Land, 
| And there's my leal Hand, 
Vin them, NO fs at your Devotion, 
| 
| 


MARY SEOT. 


Appic's the Love which meets Return,. 
' eee pin, URL 
} | But Words are wanting todiſcover 


8 The Torments of a hopeleſs Lover, | 
re Regiſters of Heaven relate, / 
It looking o'er the Roils of Fate, | 
Did you there ſee me mark'd to marrow- 

Mary Scot, the Flower of Yarrow. 


'Ah no! her Form's too heavenly fair, 
Her Love the Gods above muſt ſhare, 4 
While Mortals with Deſpair explore | her, 
And at Diſtance due adore her. | 
O lovely Maid, my Doubts beguile!” 
Revive and bleſs me with Smile, 
Alas! if not, you'll ſoon debar a 
Sighing. Swain the Banks of Yarrow. . 


ESxoied — 3 


My Mays waters ſhe's fair; 0 , 
Then Ill go tell her all mine Anguiſh;. 
She is too good to let me languiſh. 

With Succeſs crown d, Ell not envy: 

The Folks who dwell above the Sky. 

When Mary. Scot becomes my Marrow, 
We'll make a Paradiſe on Yarrow. 


Oer BO GI. 
Will awa” <ui' my Love, 
Iwill axva* wi her, | 
The' & 199 fp SON and ſaid, 
Fll oer Bogie ww ber 
If Langer but her Conſene,. 
I dinna care a Strae, a 
Tho ilka ane be diſcontent,. 
Awa' wi her I'll gae. 
L will ama, &c. 


For now ſhe's Miſtreſs of my Heart, 
And wordy ob my Hand, [-f1} 
And well I wat we ſhanna'” part 
For Siller or for Land. 
Let Rakes delyte to ſwear and drink;. 
And Beaux admire fine Lace, 
But my chief Pleaſure is to blink. 
On Berry's bonny Face. 
I will aua, Ke, 


N 
|| 
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There's a the Beauties do combine, | 
Of Colour, Treats and Air, 
The Saul tliat ſparkles in her Een 
Makes her a Jewel rare; 
Her flowing Wit gives ſhining Life 
To a' her other Charms, 
How bleſt Fil be when ſhe's my Wife, | 
And lockt up in — t 
I will a, Ne. „ 


There blythly will I rant and ſing, 
While o'er her Sweets I range, 
Il cry, Your humble Servant King, 

Shame fa* them that wad change. 
A Kiſs of Betty, and a a 
Abeet ye wad laydown © 


The Right ye ha'e to Britain's Ide, 


And offer me yer Crown. 


"Twill ame, Ke. 


” * 
— 
ah Af _— 
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oe tht Marr ito MA GSV. 
ND Fl o'er the Moor to M 
Her Wit and Sweetnefs cal} me, 


— — 


— 


» 
* 


Then to my Fair III ſhow my Mind, 


Whatever may befal} me. 
If ſhe love Mirth, FI} learn to fing z 

Or like the Nine to follow; 
Il lay-my Lugs in Pidos Spring, 
And invocate * — 


of Seco rs Sangs, 8 
If ſhe admire a Martial Mind, . 
Il heath my Limbs in Armour: 
If to the ſofter Dance inclin's, | 
With gayeſt Airs I'll charm her; 
If ſhe loves Grandeur, Day and * 
I'll plot my Nation's Glory, | 
Find Favour in my Prince's Sight, 
And ſhine in future Story. 


_— 


Beauty can Wonders work with Eaſe, 
Where Wit is correſponding, 

And braveſt Men know belt to pleaſe, . 
With Complaiſance abounding. 

My bonny Maggy: Love can turn 
Me to what Shape ſhe pleaſes: _ 

If in her Breaſt that Flame ſhall burn, 

Which in my Boſom blazes. 


rg 


— r 


Polwart on the GREEN. 
T Pol wart on the Green 
, If you'll meet me the Morn, 
Where Laſſes do conveen - | 
To dance about the nm,, 
A Kindly Welcome you ſhall mee, 
Frae her wha likes to view Near 
A Lover and a Lad complete, 
The Lad and Lover you. 
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But I will frankly ſhaw my Mind. 


] To my bonny Hay that I am her Lover. 


| If ſhe's not my Bride, my Days are nae langer: 


Let dorty Dames ſay Na, 
As ee 
deem caulder than the Sna', 
While inwardly they bleez; » 


3 


And yield my Heart to thee; 
Be ever to the Captive Kind, « 
That langs na to be free, 


At Pokwart on the Green, 
Amang the new mawn Hay, | T7 


Wirh Sangs and dancing keen | : He 


Canons, 
Be oer t | Ms 3 
And thou be twin'd of thine, rg 4 . 


Thou ſhalt be welcome, my dear Lad, ern 


Pte s Part of mine. 1 No 


_— 


D Jan Hay's domy L 
iS Bea ie Soni ward 


mg, 
Aft cry'd he, Oh hey! Maun I ſtill live pining 
My ſell thus away, and darna diſcover _ 


Nae mair it will hide, the Flame waxes ranger, 
Then III take a Heart, and try at a Venture, 
May be, e er we do part, my Vows may content | 


ier 1 


he'sfreſh as the Spring. ee 
4. Birds mount ani fing bidding Daya Good- 


morrow. 
The Sward of the Mead; eiattiell'd with Daities, 


Look wither'd and dead. when twin d of ber 
Graces. 


But if ſhe appear, ben Verdateriite her, 
The Fountains run clear, and Flowers imell the. 
ſweeter : 
'Tis Heaven to be by, when ber Wit va flowing, 
HerSmilesand brightEyeſet mySpiritsaglowing, . 
The mair that I gaze, the deeper 'm wounded;: 
Struck dumb with Amaze, my Mind is con · 
founded, 
I'm all in a Fire, dear Maid to careſs ye, - : 
For a' my Deſire is Hays bonny Laſſie, 5 


| Katharine Ogie. 
S walking forthto view the Plain 
Upona Morning eatly, = 
While May's ſweet Scent did cheat my Brais, 
From Flowers which grow ſo rely; 
I chane d to meet a pretty Maid, 
She ſnin d it was fogie: 
I ak'd her Name; ſweet Sir, the ſaid, 
My Name is Katharine Ogre. 
| ſtood a while, and did admire, 
Toſee a Nymph ſo fiately 


8s AANwMiscnitany 
So brisk an Air there did appear, „ 
In a Country Maid ſo neatly ; 1 
Such naturalSweetnebs te dipay'd 
Likea Lillie ina Bogie; 19 55 
Diana's ſelf wasne'er array'd | 
Like this fame Katharine Ogie. . 


Thou Flower of Females, Beauty's Queen, - 
| Who ſees thee ſure muſt prize thee; | 
| | Is Tho' thou art dreſt in Robes but mean, 
et cheſe cannot diſguiſe thee ; | 
16 Thy handſome Air, and graceful Look 
Far excells any clowniſh Rogie, | 
Thou'rt Match for Laird, or Lord, or Duke, 
My charming Katharine Ogie. | 
O were l but ſome Shepherd-Swain, 
| To feed my Flock beſide thee; _ 
At Bou . to leave the Plain, Fo 
| ka milking to abide thee ; . | 
Id think my ſelf a happier Man, "FEY 
With Kate, my Club, and Dogie, 
Than he that hugs his Thouſands ten, 
Had I but Katharine Ogie. 
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ren 18 deſpiſe ti Imperial Throne, 

| | And Stateſmens dangerous Stations: 83 

ld beno King, Id wear no Crown, O! 

Wl I'd {mile at conquering Nation W 
Might I careſs, and ſtill poſſeſs | 


= I5=S. 


This Laſs of whom I'm vogie; - 
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But 1 fear the £56 tave not decreed o « 8 
For me ſo fine a Creature, 
Whoſe Beauty rare makes her exceed 15 | 
All other Works in Nature... i ral 
Clouds of Deſpair ſurround my Love, - ur 

That are both dark and fogie: 75 


Nic pid 


pity my Caſe, ye Powers above. * Ur 


Elſe I die Toe | Katharine gie. | 
gee, 's 48 wth 


an of were + a thing. — wy | 
hs 2 bel 
O F Race divine thou ene maſk 8 
Since nothing earthly s thes 6 N oF 
For Heaveri's Sake, Oh! favour me, dat 


Who only lives to love thee. 40 £04 une 
Aun thou were my ain Tb ,, I. * 
1 would love thee, 7 would Tove this, ©. E | 
Ann thou were my ain Thing, 4 " J 
How dearly would 1 love nes: e ; 


The Gods one Thing peculiar W wy 6h 
To ruin none whom they can faves» WM 4 
O. for their Sake ſupport a Slave, — 
Who only lives to love ther. 
amm thou were, Te >0 een ny 

(2087 HH an e M 2 l 


by New bee ant | 1 


. Merit I no Claim, can mabe, 
| Yee hat 1 lone, and fas rom che. 
What Man can name, II undertake; 


50 couiy- do Ilove-thee. 
An thou were, Nc. 


Muy Paſſion, conflant as the Sun. 
Flames ſtronger ill, will ne er have dotte, 
il Fares my Threat of Lifs ave ſpun; 
Which breathing out, 11! love thee, 
Am thou were, &c. 


N= hats gers that ſack the Morning Dew 
Fre Flowers of fweeteft Sent-and Her, 
" Sae-wad I dwell upo' thy Moy, 
And gar the Gods envy me, 
um tho were, Ec. 


FE Rng's 1 had the Uſe of Light, 
d on thy Beauties feaſt my Sight, 
yne in ſaft Whiſpers thraugh the Night; | 
\ Td.te bo much I lgo'd thee. | 
Am thou were, Kc. ar kk” 
" How fair and ruddy is my Jean, 
| $he moves a Goddeſs d er the Green: 
Were I a King, thou ſhou'd be Quren; 
Nane but my ſell aboon thee. | 


| Ann thou were, Kc, 8 
Pa graſp thee. to this Breaſt, of mind. 
-Whilft thou, odds 
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of $e6 x8 Gangs, © 
ground my fronges Limbs ſhould twing, 1 5 
form d bardy o Afend ue i 1 

4 thew n Kere 1 7 ** 


Time's on the Wing, Key ** han: 1 
la ſhining Youth let's makes out Hay,. _ 
ince Love admits of nae „ 3 
O let nae Scorn undo 5 

Ann thou were, &. 


While Love does Ab 

there's my Heart, gie . | 

ad, with ilk. Smile, — 

The Will of him wha loves ther. a | 
_—— Se.. : " av CI £54 
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Here's an Nee F 4 

| Y ſweeteſt May, let Love inclirie thee. ; 
unn 

nd, as your conſtant Slave, regard it, 

ne for its Faithfulneſs reward it; 

[is Proof a ſhot to Birth or Money,, 

it yields to what is ſweet and bonny : 

ive it then with a Kiſs and a Smily, Me. 

here's my Thumb it will ne'er beguile ye, 


ow tempting ſweet theſe Lips of thieves 
by Boſom n fae . * 
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| That when in Pools I ſee thee clean em, 
They carry away my Heart between em; 
1 wiſh, and 1 wiſh, while it gaes duntin, 
O Gin I had thee on a Mountain, ; 

Tho” Kith and K in and a“ ſhou'd revile thee, 

There's my Thumb Il ne'er beguile thee, 


Alane through flow'ry Hows 1 dander, 

renting my Flocks leſt they ſhou'd wander, 

Gin thou'll gae alang, I'll dawt thee gaylie, 

And gie my Thumb II ne er beguile thee, - 
O my Dear Laſſie, it is but Daffin, 


1 To had thy Woer up ay niff naffin. b 
6 'Y * That Na, na na, I bate it moſt vilely, i 
O fay, Yes, and I'll nder beguile tbee. 

, the Love f JEAN. $ 

| If a ox aid to any. eany, wilt thou dot 

WE J-Neerabt, quo Feany, for my Tocher - good 11 

bi 4 _ Far my Tocher good, I winna marry thee. 

14 2 Eens ye like, quo*, Jonny, ye may det it be " 

1 hi Gowd'and Gear, L ha Land enough, 

15 g I ha' ſeven good Owſen ganging in a Pleugi, 1 

. Ganging in a Pleugh, and linking oer the Let 

(i And gin ye winna take me, I can let Je be F, 

1 | Ita? agood Ha Houſe, a Barn and a By er, 

WER A Stack afore the Door, Ell make a rantin Frey Fc 

ru make a rantin Fire, and merry ſhall-we de F. 

Wal 


| And gin po wenn n let ye be. 


7 _—Y 


* 
5 
_ 
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ſaid to Focky, gin ye winna tell, bh 
fy Gl 9 Joe Fl be the Laßt my fell | 
vere a bonny Lad, and I'm a Laſſie free, 
Tere we dan to let nabe. 


N __ 
1 — — 


$ONG. hw e-. 

Eneath a Beech's grateful Shade, 

Young Calin hy complaining: : 

He ſigh'd and ſeem'd-to lone a Maid, excA 
40 Without hopes of obtaining 
For thus the Swain indulg'd his Grief, - - 

4 Tho Pity cannot move the. 

WH Tho' thy bard Heart gives no Relief ] 


i 

— 
I 
4 
I 


4 Yet Peggy I muſt love thee, p wn "MI 
Say, Peggy, what has Colin dene, | 

dot; That thus you cruelly uſe him? 2 1 

gook WI t Love's a Fault, tis that alone 1 

be. Fot which you ſhould excuſe b EN 

h. "This Fire by which 1 k. 729 8 1 | 

vo), ris thee alone can quench 1 

e Les And cool its ſcorching Mei er 
je be For thee I law the ſportive- Plain,” - 5 

. Where every Maid invites me;.. vo 


For thee, ſole. Ccaſe of all my Fat. ny 
Fer hes SW OE OS. a 


3 4 1 Nh Ki Fort n M 


This Love that fires my faithful Heart 
By all but the commended. © 
Ob! wouldſt thou act ſo good a Part, 
My Grief might ſoon be ended © * 


That Beauteous Breaſt, ſo Toft to feet, 
gSieem d Tenderneſs all over, © 
Yet it defends thy Heart like Stokke. rx 
- *Gainſt the deſpairing Lover. 
| Alas l tho' it ſhould necr relent,. + 

. | Nor Colin's Care cer move thee, 
WEL” Yet till Life's lateſt Breath is h 

Th ee e 


3 21 2 F.vY 


wh — TIBBY, "and ml NELLY, 
i - To che Tune of, Tibby Fowler in che cli 


\ 1B B Y has 4 Store of Charms, 
Her genty Shape our Fancy warms, 
How ſtrangely can her ſma white Arms 
Fetter the Lad, who looks but at ber? 
fene er Ancle to her tender Wafte, © 
- Theſe Sweets conceal'd inyite to ame tn, 


1 a 8 
* 1 1 


Her roſie Cheek and riſing Breaſt, '* © 
Gar ane's Mouth guſh IL lo? Mons 
Nelly's gawly, faft and pay, my 


Freſh as the luken Flowers TW _— 
Ik ane that ſees her, cries, A hey? © 
She's bonny, OI wonder at her? 


888 
* 


And Witches wallop oer to France, . * 


7 Sco Ya . 
The W of her Chin and Cheek, 
And Limbs ſae plump, invite to 4 8 
Her Lips ſae ſweet, and Skin ſae fleck, 
Gar mony Mouths my bilide mine ver 


eee 
My Wyſon with the Maiden -ſbore, bas 
Gin I can tell whilk I am for, . 


When theſe twa Stars appear the a a 
O Love! why doſt thou gie thy Fires met 
Sae large, while we're oblig'd to neither}, 
Our ſpacious Sauls immenſe Defires, © © 
And ay be in a hagkerin Swither, = : | 
| 1288 5 1 
Tibby's Shape aud Airs are fine., 1 8 IP 
And Neliys Beauties are divine; 7 
But ſince they canna baith be mine, . 
Ye Gods give Ear to my Petition. 
Provide a good Lad for the tane, 3 ety 
But let it be with tis Provide,” x7 1 
| get the other to my lane, = 
ban Hee Fro, 44 1 


I _— — 


eint 


Dh i A TR. f 
OW the Sun's gang out. o a4 
Beet the Ingle, and ſnuff — 
In Glens the Fairies skip and dance, | 


as 8 1 —_— as 


— 


—— 


4 New Mrecrtr ant 

Vp in the Air bg? 

| JOn ay door grey Main, 

I ſee her yet, and I ſee her yet, 

3% Up in, &c. | 

ao The Wind's drifting Hail and Sna', 

169 ME er frozen Hags like a Foot-ba', 1 
| 


Nat Starns keek through the Azure Slit, 
Tis cauld and mirk as oy Pit, 

I, carowhing aboon, 3 
ps d je fee, Tye ke hie yet = 
| The Man, Kc. 3 

Wh Fl Take your Glaſs to you Een, 
is the Elixir cures the Spleen, $1 
de Wit and Mirth it will inſpire, -. 
gy” And = rae 
WA. It drives away Care, 
ne wr ye. ba'e wi ye, nd Beeren, 
teck the Doors, Hep ont the ol, 
| WO Somme, Wie, gies abour. T 
122 Lads, and lilt it out, 
And let us hae a blythſome Bout. 
Up wi'r there, there, Ef 
8 — ſ— L 


———ů — ki E224 


1 Scors os * 


—— — —— 


1 


5 Stras, * 


IN ye meet a bonny Laſſie, | 

Gie er a, Kiſs and let ber gates, .. / 

But if ye meet a dirty Huſly, 1 
Fy gar rub her o'er we' Strae. 1 


ze ſure you Jinoa quat the Gre. | 
Of ilka Joy, when, ye are young, t 
Before auld. Age your Vitals nip, - 
And lay ye twafald oer a Rung, -/* "SS 


- 
1 
„„ 
DD — <q a 


Sweet Youth's a blyth and tartome Time, 
Then, Lads and Laſſes, while tis Mayr, 4} 


Gae pu' the Gowan in its Prime, * 4 2 
Before it wither and decay. be. | - 


Watch the ſaft Minutes of Düne 2 
When Jenny ſpeaks beneath her Breatl, | 
And kiſſes, laying a the Wyte 
On Hou, if the kepp. .ony Skaith. — 


Haith ye re il bred, ſhe'll ſmiling. band 
Yell worry me, ye greedy Rox; 14 » 


In 


dy ne frae your Arms ſbe'll rin away, 
And hide herſelf in ſome dark Nook, 


Her Laugh will lead you to the Place, 
Where lies the Happineſs ye want. 


* 
1 


, 
* „ 


= 
* 
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"And plainly tell you to your Face, 
Nineteen Na- ſays are haff a Grant. 


Nov to her heaving Boſom 24 * 

And ſwieetly toolie for a KIM ,kR 
Frac her fair Finger whoop a Ring. 

ane As Taiken of a fature Bliſs, | 


Theſe Benniſuns, Tm very fre; 
Are of the Gods indulgent Grant: 
Then, ſurly Carls, wiſht, forbear 


pgs ue with your winning Gogh, 


FO PATIE HO. 
. * PATIE. Tar 

'Y the delicious Warmneſs of thy Mouth, 
And 8 Eye, which inline 

al} 1 - Truth, - 

| i ur Ms a bas 

Ig You're made for Love, and why ſhould yedeny, 

mw  -erccy. 

ot ken ye, Lad, gin we confeſs n 

ve think us cheap, and ſyne the Wooing's done 

| The Maiden that o'er quickly tines her Pow, 

1 Tie unripe Fruit, will taſte but hard and fow'r. | 


14 ri. 
EF But when they hing o'er lang uponthe Tree, 
WRT Their Sweetneſs they may tine, and * ye: 


. _ g 
” 1 a 


— 


Sed 7 „ "gh ; 
Red checked you completely ripe appear, '” © 
Ant I havethotddand woo'd ling haf Year | 

„eee 
Then dinna put me; geatly thus I f. 
Into my Patie's Arms for good and a“: + 4. WY 
But ſtint your Wiſhes to this frank Embrace; Nj 
And mint nac farther till we ve got the Saen 4 | 


P A Lal 


f 


O charming Armsfy' e Cares avi 
In kiſs my Train 5 the live Days. 
A Night I'1l dream my Kiſſes o'er again, 3 
Till that Day come that ye'll be r wy . 
c Hho us. 
gun, gallop down the Weſlin stin, oi: 
Gang ſoon to Bed, and quickly ri: 1 | 
o laſh per Steedi, paſs The e : 


Sleep gin ye Bis a Week that Night, 0 
— Ar ; e - 
1 01 140. 10142. x (hal 
Eneath a green Shade l fand a fair Bad. 
Was ſleeping ſound and ſtill O, | 
A lowan wi” Love, my Fancy did oe 
Around her with good Will—O, - ö 4 
Her Boſom I preſs'd, bi ok ja by Bs 
ORIENT 1 


— 


e. 
e: 


„ 4 New Mrscsitawuy © 
me! While kindly ſhe ſlept, cloſeto her I crept," | 
And. kiſs'd, and kiſs'd her my fill -O. 


Oblig d by Command in Flanders to land, 
Teemploy my Courage and Skill O; 
Frae er: quietly I ſtaw, hoiſt Sails and au, 

For Wiod blew fair on the Bill OO. 
Tw Years brought me hame, where dad he | 


ſing Fame 
rad me with a Voice right ſhill—O, 

D My Laßt, Ik a Fool, had mounted the Sto, | 
Nor kend wha'd done her the II ©, 


Maß fond of her Charms, with my Son ub ( 


n | 
I I ferlying ſpeer d bow ſhe fell- O; N 
| 2 . the Tear in her Eye, quot h ſhe, Let me dit 
Sweet Sir, gin T can tell OO. T 


| Lov vegave the Command, Irokherby tell 
And bid her a Fears expel - 0, i 
And nai'mair look wan, for I was the Man | 


Wa had done her the Deed my fell=O. | D 
My bonny ſweet Laſs on the. N 
Beneath the ShHilling-hill- O, T] 
-1t I did Offence, I'ſe'make ye arhends | 4 
Before I leave Peggy's MI!!! O. Ye 
O.the Mill, Mill—O, and the Kill, Kil—0, | 
And the cogging of the Wheel O; W 


The Sack and the Sieve, a thac ye miun lere 
A coun with a Sodger reel O. ; 


BE 


= 
\ 
18 K 
* 2 ” * 


7 ye Sets ner: * 


— —_—_— 


Colin and Grify parting. Tube of, Wae's my 
ſunder. 


Heart that wwe 


And parting with his Grif, cries, 


Ah! woe's my Heart that we ould Cade. 


ro others I am cold as Snow, 


But kindle with thine Eyes like Tinder; 's 


From thee with Pain I'm fore d to go, 


Itbreaks my Heart that we ſhould ſander. 


Chain'd to thy Charms I cannot range, 
No Beauty new my Love ſhall hinder, 
Nor Time nor Place ſhall ever change 


My Vows, tho' we re oblig'd to under. t 


The Image of thy graceful Air, 5 
And Beauties which invite our Wonder; 


Thy lively Wit and-Prudencgrare - - 
= Shall ſtill be preſenttho' we ſunder. 
Dear Nymph believe thy Swain in this, 
You'll ne er engage a Heart that's Kinder, 
Then ſeal a Prornife with a Kiſs, 
Always to love me tho we ſander. 
Ye Gods, take Cafe of my dearLaſs, 
That as I leave her may find her, 
When that bleſt Time ſhall come to 5. 
We'll meet again, L.. neyer ſunder. 


2 


W ITH broken Words and down-caſt Eyes, 
Poor Colin ſpoke his Paſſion tender; 


& a 
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O wow, 


HE pauky auld Carle came o'er the Lee 
Wi mony good E'ens 
_ Saying, Goodwite, for poor On, 
Will ye lodge a filly poor 

Night was cauld, the Carle vas wit, 
And down ayont the Ingle he ſat; | 
My Daughter's Shoulders he gan to clap, 
And cadgily ranted and ſang ;- 


quo” he, were I as free, 
As firſt when I ſaw this Country, 


and Days to me, 


Man. 


How blyth and merry wad I be? 


Tis I wad 
And O, 


And I wad never think lang. 
canty, and ſhe grew fain; 
But little did her auld Minny ken 
What thir flee twa togither were ſay u, 

Whey woomg they were fie theang- 


And O. quo' he, ann ye were as black 
As e er the Crown of my dady's Hat, 
lay thee by my Back, 

And awa wi' me thou ſhou'd gang. 
ſhe, ann I were as white, 
1 As cc the Snaw lay on theDike, 
| Fdclead me braw, and Lady-like, 
And awa with thee I'd gang. 


of Sc ors Sang. 99 
Between the twa was made aPlot ; 
They raiſe a wee before the Cock, 
And wyliely they ſhot the Lock, 

And faſt to the Bent are they gane. 
Upthe Morn theauld Wife raiſe, 
And at her Leaſure pat on her Claiſe, 
Syne to the Servants Bed ſhe gaes 
To ſpeer for the filly poor Man, 
She gacd to the Bed where the Beggar lay, 
The Strae was cauld, he was away, 
She clapt her Hands, cry d, Waladay, 
For ſome of our Gear will be gane. 
Some ran to Coffers, and ſome to Kiſts, 
But nought was ſtown that could be miſt, 
She danc'd her lane, cry'd, Praiſe be bleſt, 
I have lodg d a leel poor Man. 
Since naithing's awa, as we can learn, 
The Kirn'sto kirn, and Milk to carn, 
Gae butt the Houſe, Laſs, and waken my Bairn. 
And bid her come quickly ben. 
The Servant gade where the Daughter lay, | 
The Sheets were cauld, ſhe was away, 
And faſt to her Goodwife can ſay, | 

She's aff with the Gaberlunzie-man. 
O fy garride, and fy gar rin, 
And haſte ye find theſe Traitors again; 
For ſhe's be burnt, and he's be ſlain, 
Namn 

z 
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Some rade upo' Horſe, ſome ran a Fit, 
The Wife was wood, and out o her Wit; 

She cou'dnae gang, nor yet cpu d ſhe fit, - 
But ay ſhe curs'd and ſhe bann d. 
Mean Time far hindo'er the Lc, 
Fou ſnug in a Glen, where nane cou d ſee, | 

The twa with kindly Sport and Glee, 
Cut frae a new Cheeſe a Whang. 
The Priving was good, it pleavthem bith a 
To loo her for ay he gae her his Aith, | 
Quo! ſhe, to leave thee, I will be laith, - 
My winſome GaberJunzie-man, 
O kend my Minny I wi you, 
Illfardly wad ſhe crook her Moy, 
Sic a poor Man ſhe'd never trow, . | 
After the Gaberlunzie: man. oe: 
My Dear, quo he, ere yet o'er young, 
And ha' na learn'd the B. gars Tongue, 
To follow me frac π n, 
And carry the Gaberlunzie on. 
Wi' Kauk and Keel, I'll win your Bread. 
And Spindles, and Whorles . une 
Whilk is a gentle Trade indeed | 
To carry the Gaberlunzie---O. 342 
I'll bow my Leg, and crook my * 255 
And draw a black Clout o'er my Eye, 
A Criple or Blind they will ca' me, 


While we ſhall 88 *. | 


score ga. 101 


Tie CORDIAL. Tune of, Where ſhall a 
Goodman iy. 
N | 

HERE wad bonny Aus ly, 

Alane nae mair ye maun ly ; 

Wad ye a Good-man try? 

|: that the Thing yere laking? 


SHE, 
Can a Laſs fac young as I, © 


venture on the Bridal Tye, . 
Synedown with a Good-man ly ? 


I'm fleed he keep me waking. 
HE. 


Never judge until ye try, | 
Mak me your I 
Shanna hinder you to ly, 1 
And neep till ye be weary. 
SHE, | 
What if 1 ſhou'd waking hp 
When the Hoboys are gan by, 
wil ye tent me when I cry, a 
My Dear, Ta fn andy? HSE 
1 
In my Boſom thou ſhalt ly, 
When thou wakrife art _ | 5 > 


_ Shallyreſeatly — 


— — 


WH 4 New Vea 
I 16 e 
Ithen 7 $255 vs 
n 
opti ' aGood-man ly. | 
.. Who can a 0 me. 28 


4 1. A Wi 116 7 — 
III yegbtorheRtwBc Poe 
$.Andwear in the Sheep wi +; Fe 


es ſweet, wtwthee anus, 1 


' {s 
+ 3 7 9 


Silk on your white pet * 
Fou En wadl kilemy Movies 

At Een when ] 3 . 

2 wa Ly glowr 25 their Bye . 


ſee my Marignz 
1 


vat dl 
Tye nine Milk-Ews, my Marion, i _ ns 5 
; A Cow and a brawny Quey, TR EN 
ri gi hem £aq 07 Mi 
| Juſton ber hi f gn 


So >. ng 
Andye's gut + green Sex Ares, LIE TIT 
And Waltccat G the Lede Benn, 


1 


* And wow but ye wil be yapiring, , *n Ty 
Whene'er ye gang to the To]. 
I'm young and ſtout my Mari. 


9 


Nane dances like me on the Genn 


And gin ye forftke'the, M p 
Ill cen gac draw up wi! Jet «I 
Sac put on your Penrlins, Marion, 1 
4 And Cyrtle & che Cramafſe: Mn 
g And ſoon as my Ohin has ner nn 


e 9 


8 £2 K N Nr 
The 1 0 Bridal, u 6 
let us a“ 14 
For deere Nl be Lilting ages 
For Jock /s to be married to Maggie, "7 
The Lab wi the 1 1 air. 1 1 | 
And there will. be 25 
And Bannocks of 0 
Mund there will be good eyed ven 
* 1 Toreliſh A of good 
U Bridal, &c. Ky 


(ud there will be Sandy the dior; © 
And Mill wi che miekle Mons | 2 dil had + 


LA - 
— 
— 
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With thumleſs Katie's Goodman; 


And Lewrie the Laird of the Land. 
Hy let u, &c. 


And there will be Sow-lbber Pa, th 
And plucky-fac't Wat i the Mill, 
Capper-nos'd Francie, and Gibbie, 
That wins in the How of the Hill; 
And there will be Alafter Sibbie, 
Wha in with black Befy did mool, 
With ſaivelling Lilly and Tibby, 
The Laſs that ſtands aft on the Stool. 
y let us, &c, © 


And coft him gray Breeksto his Uh: 
Wha after was hangit for ſtealing, - 
FF Great Mercy it hap'ned nae weſt: 
And there will be gleed Georgy Famners,” 
And Kirſh with the Lilly white Leg, 
Wha gadeto the South for Manaers, 
SY And bang'd up her Wame i in . 
HD let us, &c. 


— + 

EE RT RIO 
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And blinkin daft Barbara Mackleg, 
Wi Flea-Jugged, ———— > / | 
Aud ſkangy-mou'd halucket Meg: 


——— 


And there will be bow'd legged Robbie, 


„ |; 


By 
of 


a J 


And there wil be blew-cheeked Dowhie, | 


And Madge that was buckled to Steenis, 4 


TY 
* 
a, 

4 i 


of Ye 02 8 Sag. 

And there will be Happer-ars'd Nana, WA. 4 

And fairy-fac't Flowrie by Nam. 

Muck Madie, and fat-hippit Grim. 
The Laſs wi the n. 7% 

Fy let us, KC. A 


And there — 3 62 
With his glakit Wife Fenvy Bel 

And Miſle-ſhin'd Mme Aackagie, ö 

The Lad that was Skipper himſcl. 

There Lads and Laſſys in Peatlings 
Will feaſt in the Heart of the Ha?“ 

On Sybows, and Rifarts, and Carling - © 
That are baith ſodden _ raw. 

Fy let us, &c. 


And there will be Fadges and Brachen, 
With Fouth of good Gabbocks of Skate; 

Powſowdy, and Drammock and eule | 
And caller Nowvfeet in à Plate. 171 | 


9 


And there will be Partans and Buckies, 
And Why tens and Speldings enew, oo 
With ſinged Sheey-heads, and a Haggies, 
And nnn e 
Fy let Hs, Nc. 3 6 _ 
And there will be lapper'd un Kcbtueks 1 
And Sowens, and Farles, and Baps, _ .. 
With Swats, and well fcraped Paunches 
And Brandy in Stous and in Caps; 
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And there will be Meal Kail and 
With Skink to ſup till ye rive, 

And Roaſts to roaſt on a Brander. 
Of Flowks that were taken alive. | 


Scrapt Haddoeks, Wilks, Dulſe and Tangle, 
And a Mill of good'Saiſhing to prie : 
When weary of eating and drinking, 
We'll riſe up and dance till we die. 
Then fy let us & to the Bridal, 
For there will be lilting there, 


For Jocky's to be married to Maggie 
—_—_ w? the gowden Hair, 


1 


— 


. The Highland Ladis. 
| BM But O they r win and i 
How much unlike. that gracefu' 
And manly Looks of my Highland Laddie? 
O my bonny bouny Highland Laddie, 6 
My baudſome charming Highland Laddie: 
l = Heaven ftill guard, and Love reward 
HL ee as: 


WEE If I were free at Will to chuſe | 
Jo de the wealthieſt Lawland Lady, 
$ I'd take young Donald without Trews, 


Wich Bonnet blew, and belted P 
| 12 . 0 


» 


ef Scors Sn. roy 

The braweſt Beau in Borrows-Town, — 
In a* his Airs, with Art made ready, 

Compar d to him, he's but a Clown; ß 
He's finer far in's Tartan Plaidy. 

o my bam. &c. 


Oer benty Hill with him 3 „ 
And leave my Lawland Kin and Dady; 
put Winter's Cauld and Summer's Sun, 
He'll ſcreen ER * 


0 my benny, &c. 


A painted Room, and Silken Bed, | 
May pleaſe a Lawland Laird and Lady; 
But I can Riſs, and be as glad 


Behind a Buſh in's Highland Plaidy. 
0 my bony, ce. 


Few Compliments between wa... 
Ichim my Dear Highland Laddic, 
And he ca's me his Lawland Laſs ; 

MO beneath his Plaidy. 


ze greater Joy TI pretend, 

Thau that his Love prove true and Ready 

| mineto him, which neer ſhall end, 

White Heaven e 
8 my bomy, Ke. 


\ . hs, a \ : Jun 
l z . * K 
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n AN Misst ny 
| | a | 
. o 29893 5 1 4 © 4 1 u * " 


| 3 in tui, hure, Us 


HAT Numbers ſhall the Muiſe reptter 

What Verſe be found to praiſe my Amie? 

On her ten Thouſand Graces wait, 

Each Stun admires, and owns N 

Since firſt ſhe trod the happy Plain, 
She ſet cach youthful Heart on Fire, 

Each Nymph does to her Swain 
That Annie kindles new Deſire. . ö 


This lovely Darling. deareſt Care; 5 N 
This new Delight, this charming Amit, 
Like Summer's Dawn, ſhe's freſh and fur 
When Flora's fragrant Breezes fan 3e. 
All Day the am'rous Youth conveen, 


Joyous they ſport and play before her; 
All Night, when ſhe no more is em 
In bleſsful Dreams they ſtilſ adere her- b 


Among the Crowd Amyntor came, | 

He look'd, he lov'd, he bow'd to e 2 
His riſing Sighs expreſs his Flame.  - - » :! 

His Wards were few, his Wiſhes many. 
With Smiles cha lovely Maid reply'dy + - 
why, ſhould — 
Alas l your Love muſt be deny d. * 0 
This deſtin'd ae es e rchere ye. 


Scr S, Tod 
Toung Damon came, with Cupid's Art, 

His Wiles, his Smiles, his Charms de 
„ He ſtale away my Virgin-Heart. 


Ceaſe, poor Amyntor, e 
? Some brighter Beauty, you, may find, 
On yonder Plain the Nymphs are ou, 
Then chuſe ſome Heart that's unconfin'd, 
And leave to Damon his owh mie. 


HE Collier has a Daughter. 
And O ber wonder der, 

A Laird he was that ſought her, ] 

| Rich baith in Land and Money; * 

The Tutors watchd the Motion 
Of this young honeſt Lover, 

But Love is like the Ocean 
Wha can itsNepth difcover? $07" 


He had the Art to pleaſe Yes 
And was by a' teſpected; 
His Airs fat round him 40. 

Genteel, but 
The Collier's bonny Laſſie 


Fair as the news. Howe Lille, 
Ay ſweet, and neyer ſauc 


5 1 
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He lov'd beyond Expreſſion 
The Charms that were about her, 
And panted for Poſſeſſion, 
His Life was dull without her. #:-=$ | 
After mature reſolving, | | | 
' Cloſe to his Breaſt be hell her, | 1 
In fifteſt Flames diſtolvi N 


He tenderly thus tell d 1 
My bonny Collicr's 8 | \ 
Let naething diſcompoſe ye, N 
Tis no your ſcanty Tocher * 
Shall ever gay me loſe ye; l 


For I have Gear in Plenty, 
And Love fays, tis my Duty 
To ware what Heaven has lent me, 

Upon your Wit and Beauty. - - 


* 


there HE L EN lies, To-in 
H why thoſe Tears in Nellie's Eyes, 
To hear thy tender Sighs and Cries, . 
The Gods ſtand liſt ning from the Skies 
| Pleas'd with thy Piety. 
To mourn the Dead, dear Nymph, forbexr, 
And of one dying take a Care, 


Who views thee as an Angel fair, | Wh 
Or ſome Divinity. f 
o be leſs graceful, or more kind. The 


And cool this Feyer of my Mind, 


of Scer s Suit © Fi 
Caus'd by the Boy ſevere and blind, 
Wounded I ſigh for thee; 
While hardly dare I hope to riſe 
To ſuch a Height by Hymen's Ties, 
To lay me down where Helen lies, 
And with thy Charms be free; 
Then muſt I hide my Love and die, 
When ſuch a Sovereign Cure is by ? 
No, ſhe can love, and I'll go try, 
Whate'er my Fate may be; 
Which ſoon I'll read in her bright Eyes, 
With thoſe dear Agents I'll adviſe, © | 
They tell the Truth, when Tongues tell Lies, 
The leaſt beliey'd by me. 
SONG. To the Tune of, Gallowſhiels, -— 
H the Shepherd's mournful Fate, 
vl 380 to love, and doom d to 
angui 
To bear Ho. Fair-one's Hate, - 
Nor dare diſcloſe his Anguiſh. 
Yet eager Looks and dying Sighs, 
My ſecret Soul diſcover, 
While Raptures trembling thro' my Eyes, 
Reveal how much I love her. 
Tle tender Glance, the red ning Check, 
Oerſpread with riſing Bluſhes, 
E22 7 
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A thouſand various ways they ſpeak 
A thouſand various Wiſhes, , 


For Oh! that Form ſo heavenly fair, 
Thoſe languid Eyes ſo ſweetly ſmiling, 
That artleſs Bluſh and modeſt Air, 
So fatally beguiling. 747 bay 
Thy every Look and every Grace, 1 2 
So charm hene er I view thee; 
Till Death o'ertake me in the Chaſe, 
Still will my Hopes purſue thee. 
Then when my : tedious Hours are paſt, 
Be this laſt Bleſſing given, 
Low at thy Feet to breathe my laſt, 
And die in fight of Heaven. 
SONG. To Clarinda, To the 7 
EES as th immortal Obi is he, 
The Yourh who fond fits by thee, | 
Aid hears an ſees thee all the while 
Softly ſpeak and ſoftly ſmile, &c." 
So ſpoke and ſmil'd the Eaſtern Maid; 
Like thine, Seraphick were her Cid, 
That in Circaſias Vineyards ſtray d, 
And bleſt the wiſeſt Monarch's Arms. 


A thouſand Fair of high Deſert, 
Strave to enchant the am'rous King; 
But the Circaſian gain'd his Heart, 
And taught the Royal Bak to ling. 


yo 7 
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Clarinda thus our Sang inſpires, - * 
And claims the ſmooth and higheſt . 
But while each Charm our Boſom fires, 
Words ſeem too few to ſound her Praiſe, 


Her Mind in ev'ry Grace complete, 
To paint ſurpaſſes Human Skill: 

Her Majeſty, mixt with the Sweet, 
Let Seraphs ſing her if they will. + 
Whilſt wond'ring, with a raviſh'd Bye; 

We all that's perfect in her View, . a. 
Viewing a Sifter of the Sky, ( e yam 7 
To whom an Adoration's .. 


2 


— _— 


SONG. Tune of” Lochaber no more, 
Arewell to Lochaber, and farewell my Fean, 
TO NS 


Fer Lackabev m9, 
We'll maybe return to Lochaber no more. 
Theſe Tears that I ſhed they are 4 for my Dear, 
And no for the Dangers attending on Weir, 
Tho' bore. on rough Seas to a far bloody Shore, 
Maybe to return to Lockaber no more. 4 


Tho' Harrycanes tiſe, and ev'ry Wind, 
They'll r a Tempeſt like that in wh 


xk 
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Tho' loudeſt of Thunder onlowder Wavyesrox, 
Thatꝰsnaithing like leaving my Love omthedhote. 
To leave thee behind me, ty Heart is fair pain d, 
By Eaſe that's inglorious, no Fame cam be gaimd: 
And Beauty and Love's the Rew¾yard of the Brave, 
And L muſt deſerve it before L can crayve. 


Then Glory my Jeu maun plead my Excuſe, 
Since Honour commands me, hom can H refuſeꝰ 
Without it I ne er can have Merit for thet. 
And without thy Favour Id better tot bu? 
Þ pac then, my Laſs, to win Honbur and Fame, 
And if I ſhould luck to eme glocicuſiy Hume, 
Fllbring a Heart to thee with Love running oer. 
And then I'll leave thee and * no more. 


4 Enn, 
A 


The auld — m_ F'$ 
ATE in an Evening forth I went. 
A little before the Sun . 


And there 1 chanc'd by Aceident, 


- light on a Battle riew! begin: W 
A Man and his Wife was fan in a Strite, 
I canna well tell ye: how it beganx 

But ay ſhe wail'd her wretched: Lig 
And ery d ever alake, my ud Goods 


E. 5 
Thy auld Goodman that thou ber, 
The Country keas where he was born 


A, 
fe, 
d, 
d: 
ye, 


But thy wild Bees F cut plenſe, 


bs — g. 


was but a filly poor Vagabond 
And ilka ane leugh him to gcom; 
For he did ſpend, and make an Kad 
Of Gear that his Forefathers wun, 
He gart the Poor ſtand frae the Door, 
Sac tell nae mair of 11 auld Goodman. 
SH | 
My Heart alake, is liken to break, 

When F think of my winſome John, 

His blinken E ye and Gate i fred, a 

Was naithing like thee, thou E 
His roſie Face and flazen Hair, 

And à Skin is wollte as ony Swan, 
Was large and tall, and comely withall, 
And thou'lt never be like my auld Goodman? 

H E. 
Why doſt thou pleen? T thee maintain, 

For Meal and NMavyt thou diſna want; 


23 1 
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Now when our Gear nt to grow ſcantz 


of Houſhold-5tuff thou haff oo,” 


Thou wants for neither Pot nor nz | 
Of ſicklike Ware he left rhee bare, 2 


Sac tell nae mar of (thy and ü 


8 H 
Tes I may tell, and fret i | 
To think on theſe blyth Days F had, 


When be and J togither lay 3 
—— 4 wb eels / PTY 
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But now I figh,) and may be. ſad, $7: 
Thy Courage is cauld, thy Colour wan, 
Thou falds thy Feet, and fa's aſleep; 
And thou'lt neer be like my auld Goodwm, 


Then coming was the Night ſae dark, 
And gane was a' the Light of ys 

The Carle was fear d to miſs his Mark, 
And therefore wad nae langer ſtay. 

Then up he gat, and he ran his Way, - 
I trow the Wife the Day ſhe wan, 

And ay the O'erword of the Fraß 

Was ever, Alake my auld Good. man. 

4 


” 
_—_— 


SONG. On 4 beautiful, but very young 
Tach. Tune of, Valiant Jocky. 
| Eauty from Fancy takes its Arms, 
B And ev'ry common Face ſome Break 
4 may move: 
Some in a Look, a Shape, or Air, ind Clurms 
To juſtify their Choice, or boaſt their Love. 
But had the Great Apelles ſeen that Face, 
When he the Cyprian Goddeſs drew, 
He had negleRted all the female Race, 
Throne his firſt Venus by, and copy'd- you! 
In that Deſign - A 
Great Nature would combiee .. 
To fix the Standard of her facred Coin; 


— 


ff $ cox 5 Sa, 17 


The charming Figure had enhanc d his Fame, 
And Shrines been rais d to Seraphina's Name. 


But ſince no Painter Ser could take © _ _ 

That Face, which baffles all his curious Art 5 
and he that ſtrives the bolt A ttempt to make. 

As well might paint the Secrets of the Heart. 
O happy Glaſs Pll thee prefer, 

Content to be like ther mammate/, 
Since only to be gaz d on thus by her, f 

A better Life and Motion would create, 

Her Eyes would inſpire, 0 
And like Promethens fire, 

At once inform the Piece,, and give, Deſire; | 
The charming Phantom Lwould graip, and flie- 
Oer all the Orb, though in that un dls, 


Let meaner Beauties fear the Day, 
WhoſeCharmsare lag, wa fbr. mei 
The Graces which from them it ſteais. away, 


It with a laviſh Hand ſtill adds to thine. 


The God of Love: in Ambuſh, lyes, 
And with his Arms ſurrounds the Fair, 
He points his conquering Arrows-in theſe Eyes, 
Then hangs a ſharpned Dart at every Hair, 


As with fatal Skill, 
Turn which Way you will, 


Like Eden's flaming Sword each Way you kill; 
So ricening Years improve rich Nature's Stote, 
And give Perfection to the golden Ore. 


* 9 of TI 4 8 . wah | | * . Ys N 
0 1 P 7 © N 1 _ 
; — * 8 N — 9 5 2 * 1 1 
1 of : 4 l 7  _ 
| 118 4 New 1SCELLANY £ 
, 4 1 0 p - 7 , i, 
-% 1 * . 4 : . N " 4 w £F \. 4134 
1 _—— - : Lu # . i; & : l * og Mb a. 4 Y&; 
: ” 
5 « 


_— 


— 
| FAULE me a Laſs with a Lump of Land, 
| T And we for Life ſhall gang thegither, 4 
Tho' daft or wiſe I'll never demand, * 
or black or fair, it makſua whether, WM 11; 

Hi 

He 


vor ka Os + 


— _— — 


I'm eff with Wit, and Beauty will fade, 
| ! And Blood glane is no worth a Shilling: 
But ſhe that's rich, her Market's made, 

For ilka Charm about her is killing. | 


ore me a Laſs with a Lump ef Land, H 
| And in my Boſom I'll bug my Treafurez - K 
Gin I had anes ber Gear in my Hand. 


Laugh on wha likes, but there's my Hand. 
I hate with Poortith, tho bonny,. to meddle, 
Unleſs they bring Caſh, or a Lump of Land, 
They ſe never get me to dance to their Fiddle, 


There's meikle good Love in Bands and Bags, 
And Siller and 3owd's a ſweet Complexion; 
| But Beauty, and Wit, and Virtue in Rage, 

Have tint the Art of gaining Affection. 
Love tips his Arrows with Woods and Parks, 

And Caftles, and Riggs, and Moors, and Mes- 

dows, er EY 
And naithing can catch our modern Sparks, 
But well-tocher'd Laſſes orjoynter'd Widows: 


4 Ven * EY 


bans 22 | 

fen granny 
24 4, SHIFT $55 2 
te EN . aPor tr 

— A 
Himſelf he enjoy d, and frae Trouble wasfree., 
He wiſh'd for no Nymph, tho' never ſae fuir, 

J Had nae Love or Ambition, and therefore no 

Care. 

bet u he y gie an bebe l tees, 

A heavenly ſweet Voice ſounded Git in ies 


maar 


ner bam amy at ning of Love. | 


. IV. W $:* | 
I os hero 
He was quite. confounded to fee her fac fair: 
Heſtood like aStatue, not a Foot cou'd he move, 
n vl 

i was * 


—— 
” | 8 717 
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 TheNymph ge ſhe beheld him with a kind moi 


Seeing ſomething that pleard 2 


Avi Suga ittle ſpe to AY 7. 


Oh s berd! what 
Trot wg 197 9! e's 
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| He Spirits 8 he to her reply'd, 


I was neꝰer ſo ſurpris d at the Sight of a Maid, 
Until! I 'behoid thee from Love I was ftr, 


Bur now I'm mag tor inp fave bythe, 


Pet Ra BIG. Tune, „ Whepablint 66 

-H EN abſent from the Nymph Llow, 
d fain ſhake of the Chains! wer 

Due bid! rive theſe o mn fox! 

More Fetters I'm d was 

My-Captive Fancy Day and Night -- 

Fairer and fairer repreſents 
Belinda form'd for dear Delight, | 
eee. my Om ps. 


All Day 1. vander through the Gbit, 
1 ſinging bear Fuck every 1 a ap 


| bis happy Birds 


| Happy —— lonely me. 


of Scors Sang, | 

When gentle r 
To Reſt ogy 17 wes, Wight, 
A thouſand Fears my Fancy brings, 
That keep me watching\l the Night. | 
deep flies, while like the Goddeſa fair, 
e "4 
With —— 
Appears the Cauſe of all 
A while my Mind een 

O'er all her Sweets with thirling Joy, 
whit Want of Worth makes Doubts ariſe, 
Tbat all my trembling Hopes deſtroy, 


Thus while my Thoughts are fix'd on her, 
I'm all o'er Tranſport and Deſire: 
My Pulſe beats high, my Cheeks appear + 
All Roſes, and mine Eyes all Fire. 
When to my ſelf I turn my View - 
My Veins grow chill, my Checks look wan: 
Thus whilſt my Fears my Pains renew, 
Irn int IF A 


The young he/e contra auld MM 

HE Carle be came — 
And his Beard new ſha 
le look'd at me, as he'd been daft, 
nn 


|. 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Howt 4ws 1 winna hae himm 
Na forſooth I winna hae him! 


For a his Beard new ſhaven, 


Ne'er a Bit will I hae him. 
A ſiller Broach he gae me nieſt, 
To faſten on my Curtchea nooked,.. by 
I wor'd a wi upon my Breaſt; | 1050 
But ſoon alake]! the Tongue o't crooked; 
And ſae may his, I winna hae him! ' * 
Na forfooth I winna hae him, 
An twice a Bairn's, a Laſs's Felt; © 
Sae ony Fool for me may hae hitn. 
The Carle lus nac Fault but nes. ; 
For he has Land and Dollars Plenty 3 
But avaes me for him! Skin and Bane 
Is no for a plump Laſs of Ta 


 Howt awa, I winna hae him, 


Na forſooth, I winna hae him, _ 


What ſignifies his dirty Riggs, + 


z 


And Cath, without a Man with them? % 


But ſhou'd my canker'd Dady gare 
Me take him gainſt my Inclination, 

I warn the Fumbler to beware, - | 
That Antlers dinna claim their Station. 
Hawt awa, I winna hae him 40 121 

Na forſooth, I Winna hae bil 
I'm flee'd to crack the. haly Bands 
Sac Lawty +.4;Þ ſhou'd na bus him! 


of Seors ou 
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Virtue and Wit, The ae e of Love and | 
Beauty. Tg, the Tune of e 


HE 

Joafes thy Love, fair e 

For ſince this Za e: f 
Thy after Thoughts are a:betray'd; . 

And Nay ſays no worth tenting. 
Why aims thou to oppoſe thy Mind, 

With Words thy Wiſh denying; 

Reaſon allows complying Þ, | liv. 510d 4M © 


Xature and Reafon's joint Conſent by AER: 
Make Love a fired Bleſſibg, DRY 
Then happily that Time is ſpent. 
That's war'd on kind 2 9 
Come then my Katie to my Arms, 
I be nae mair a Rover; © © 
But find out Heaven in a thy t 
And prove a fairkfu) r 


„ » 0 ID 
What you deſign by Nature's * 
Is fleeting Inclination, 184 
That Willi---Wiſp Wunde us a *. 1711 
By its Infatuation. 2 0 .004 26% 
. bh =: 2 ni Bre | 


n 
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When that goes out, Careſles tire, Sc 


2 — — 
* 


| Girt on her Ment un MFR * 


| She lookt all o'er like Beauty's Queen, /'' | 


4 — 
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And Love's nae mair in Seaſon, 
e weakly Wir he y M 


* all our boaſted Reaſon. 
H E. Th 
The Beauties of inferior Cat Fer 
May flare this juſt Reflection; * 
OY 
Where Wit has the Protection. Sh. Th 
Virtue and WIr tile a N Th 
Make Beauty riſe the fweetery. Ay 
The langer then on thee I ,t | 
. My —— T 


— — 


T was the NS IM 

When all the Flow'rs were ener, 

One Morning by the Break of 
Sweet Chloe, Se 


From peicefil Shitibet Me tree, 


To breathe a puter Air. 


Her Looks fo ſweet, ſo gay her Mein, 
Her handſome Shape and Dreſs fo ch., 


Dreſt in her bet Array. 


* de 7 8 ., 


The gentle Winds and purling Sem 
Eſſay d to whiſper CH Name, 
The ſavage Beaſts till then ne er e W 
Wild Adoration pay. * 
The feather'd People, one ER 8 
Perch'd all around her on a Tree, 
With Notes of ſweeteſt Melodỹ 
They act a chearful Part. 


The dull Slaves on the toilſome Plow, .. | 
Their wearied Necks and Kneey do 2 
A glad Subjection there they vow © _ 
To pay Wich all their Heut. 


| The bleating Flocks' that then came by, 
= WY Soon as the charming Nymph they ſpy, + 
bey leave their hoarſe and ruful Cry, 

And dancearound the Brooks. ho 

The Wien glad, the Meadows fnile; © | 

And Forth that foam'd, and roar'd ere wit 

Glides calmly down as, ſmooth as Gil. 
Thro all its charming Crooks, | 


The bnny Squadrons are content, _ 
To leave their wat ry Element. 
in glazit Numbers dener, bor ban 
They flutter all along. A 
The Inſect, and each creping Tings 
Join'd to make the rural Ring. wed, 
K 4 No al 


2 
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All frizk and dimes, if h but üg. 

83 Antt ike 6 n rp. 
Kind Phabus now began to riſe, 
And paint with red the E Skies, 
Struck with the Glory of her Eyes, 
= He fhirluks behind a c. 


Her Mantle on a Bough we ys. 
Aud all her Glory ſhe diſplyz, 

She left all Nature in Amaze, . 
' APE SSI AE 


Fg 
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Ludy Fave: abet Lament, 


Boren my Bay, ly ill and leb. 


ö grieves me fore to bear thee weep; 
If thou'lt be fileat T1] be glad, 
Thy Mouraing makes my Heart fall J. 
Balow, my Boy, thy Mothefs Joy, 
| Thy Father bred me n 
Balor , 
r 1 bear thee af. 


e e e 


And when L. La ur ak 


But ſmile not as thy Futher did. 
To cozen Maids, nay God be 
For in thine Eye, his Look I ſee, 
The tempting Look that ruin d „ 
* my Boys K. | | 


SS FS 


8 I © wYl 4 


. 
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II. 
When be began-to con e 
And with his ſugar d Wands — 
His tempting Face aui flatt ring Cher, 
In Time innen oY. wan 
But ſoon I ſhe that cruel he, 
Cares neither for His — 


alow; Ne. 
2e, hy By, be, 


Farewell, farewell; thu Ken N 
That ever kiſt a — 42222 
Le never any after - Me, 


Submit unto th  CbUtrbfy : t | 
For if they 46, Of ra” L | 
Wilt her abuſe, atid cafe tibt bow. 


I was tod tec lotts ut die 
To yield thee all a 8 
Thou ſwore for ever ä * 
Thy Faith uachang'd, ünc hang u thy Loves, 
But quick 45 Thought the Change is wrou 
Thy Love's no more, thy Promile nough 
Balow, mjy „. R&S. } (gs cn 2 = 


Iwit 16682 Maid again; 4 8 120 NN 2 
From y ens +; * 
For 3 2245 

aer 


* 


fo. 12 


Bewitching Charms bred all 2 
Witneſs my Babe lies in my Arms. 


EVIL os 
I take my Fate — beds wens 
That I muſt needs be now a Nurſe, 


And lull my young Son on my Lap. 


From me ſweet Orphan take the Pap. == 


Balow, my Child, thy Mother mild 


Shall wail as from all Bleſs'exiPd....- jy 


Balow, my e.. 11) 
Or .at een cron 
Balow, my Boy, weep. not for me. 
Whole greateſt Grief's for wronging thes 
Nor pity her deſerved Smart. 
Who can blame none but her fond Heart, _ 
For, too ſoon truſting, lateſt finds, 


With faireſt Tongues are Ah i 


Balow, my ach &c. 
| N. 2 
| e my Boy, thy Fathers fled, 


* 


When he the thriftleſs Son has 1 ; y 7 


of Vows and Oaths, forgetful be 
Preferr'd the Wars to thee and me-. 


But now perhaps thy Curſe and mie mY 


Make him eat Acorns with the 1 0 
Balrau, my + Boy, &c be ox i 
xX. + 183 {AF | 


But curſe not him, \lerkerd ai ht” 
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| Stung with Remorſe, ling xe: r 


B 
1 
1 
( 
E 
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e 
ad hid the dear Deceiver lw. 1 
bebe, 09 He Rs 


| wiſh I were into the Bounds 
Where he lies Inother d in his dag 
ting, as he pants for Air, 4 
2 whom once call; his * 
No Woman's yet io fiercely ſet, 
But ſhe'll forgive, 2 
Balow, my. Boy, Rer 


If Linnen lacks, for iy Loy Ka, 2 
Then quickly to him would I minke 


My Smock once for bis Body Tet; 
And wrap him in that Winding Sheet; 
Ah me, how happy had 1 been, T 
If he had ne er been wrapt thercig. i 
Balow, my Bey, &. 1 | 


Balow, my Boy, FI tp ee Wha; | oh, 
Too ſoon, alake, thou R 5 
Thy Griefs are growing to a Sum, BY 
God grant thee Patience when they come! 
Born to ſuſtain thy Mother's Slide, 

A hapleſs Fate, a Baſtird's Nate; 

Balcev, Y Boy, ty fill und" b, 

It grieves me ſore ae this woe. = 


— 4 


P 


| - And her fond —— 


| T knew no rover Beings; ot ym 8 01 


And the, all raviſh'd with Delight, .; Fa 


Of glitt ring Stars appear'd no more 


be ſhrovded only with her Seen, 


Faſt lock d within ber She} 


And kindly yow'd that every! . 


8 Su. 85. —— N 
"HE wie der feat Sdbje w, | 
And gloomy were the Skies: 


Than thoſe in Nellys Eyes. 
When at. her Father's Yate T'kn n 
Where I had often been. 


Ardlt and loot me in. 


She trembling ſtood aſham'd : 
Her ſwelling Breaſt andjglowing Face, 
And evry Touch * 24 * nenn. 
My cager Paſſion I obey d, 2 Wo il? 
 Refoly'd: de Holt to win; 2 3 7 | 2 


To yield, nl: 


F 


Tranſporting was the Joy; 
So bleſt a, Man was I. 0 047 
Bid me oft come again; 


She d riſe and let me in. wad ; 


But ab! at laſt ſhe prov'd-with/Bainny,” 
And ſigbing fat and dul. 


, „ 


7 88 8 2 „ 
And I that was as much concern'd, , 80 
Look'd cen juſt like a Fool, . WOT 


Her lovely Eyes, with Tears ran. 0 ', K ' : * So = 
Repenting her raſh Sin; 6 K 


She lh d. and curs E 


That e er ſe loot me in. 5 


But who cou'd cruelly deceive, 5 


Or from ſuch Beauty part : 


nen 

v7 24 * 6H 
2 

2 * * 


- 
- 


] lov'd her ſo," I asf 6 leave Z _ 92 
The Charmer of my Heart: got 1 


But wedded, and coliccald-omr nt ban 
Thus all was well again, „ Hei XS 

And now ſhe thanks the happy W 7 | 
That e er ſhe loot me in. . 


> 


$0 NG. If Love's a {wet Paſſion. 
F Love's a ſweetPaſſion,why does 2 | 
If a bitter, O tell me whenee comes 
Complaintn: Ot [phin, 
Snce 1 ſuffer with Pleaſire, Why Would com! 
Or grieve at my Fate, ſince I know tis in vain. 722 
Yet ſo pleaſing the Pain is, fo ſoft is the Dart; . 


x ence ok yon; a6 By 


my Heart. 1 4 
I graſp her Hand gently, look 


down, 
And by paſſionate Silence I 1 
known: 


* Ru It 


ar 
. ry % 


* 


* 
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. A RESIN aer 


When in ſtrivin be roms <a 
And our Eyes, tell each other what neither du 


name. 
How pleaſing is Beauty ? how Fiveet are th 
Charms? eee 
How delightful Embraces7 bow peaceful be 
Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love; 
*Tis taught us on Earth. andby all things above: 
And E 


For e tacos, eaten 


uu td —_ 


doe Man Fam © oe 
R 
corny er 3 
Pig dance, as, thou Yak 1 
be, alaje }, e 70, dp! 
ſito 7 #1. 
ae me, 


Now dum to do's away 41 1 
nay i IR | yo 
n ; 


* 


3 


. AT wo Ya 


7 868 e 


come mes out o'er the Moor to me, 


* And do bur wht thou dove toes 

we WY te, ata! I d n 40 

we 2 

| eee 

the Fe 
W $ Ochiltree, 

” en TY 

ne; WY Fbou rade fie Ses and Land. 

uf Thou'd tine the Beal, thy: Ms. 

My filly auld Zobn Ocvilerees 

far 


Aud chear me. wu to hear thee 
And tell me o'er a' ave hae dme, 


I img mam wr 07 Le 


Gie thy Ways Fol Ochileree : | 

Hae done ! it has nne Sat wr? me. 
Il ſet the Beaſt in throw the Land, 
She'll may be fa in a better Hund. 
Even ft then the and- r 
For lee 


a e or Þ $24] F 1 
o 4 * 1 ww 4 * M Y [ 9 „ * 7. 3 - * A 
* 


+ 
X 11 , " ad "Fe + 24 Aa We 2 2 4 * 
= Nie 15 * _ 0 ad 0 * 
* | ED * 9 


4 1 Ah > 
* # \% 


"bo ? 
* 3 
. © 
- 
6 > 


4 * 


0 


| * * 1 mne 
+ ; . 1 " | | 32 10 * 
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SONG. Tune; Jean dfn, Muir 
. The auld Coru.. 
ö Up Stairs, down Stars; ICY : 
nber Stur fear" m. trad al 
I'm laith te by & Night my fave, | 
5 fob ie a. 


e cm, be 
ke; keep; for in my Sk ; 206 1 
ee 
To woc me, dima Hinder; 


But wich Conttir gi" your Cura: 
Foe vio dan aer chat ne: 


3 Ih, ca: We, 7 
to marry, ee kb 10 

For Shame. and Skaith 40. 

To thole the Dool, . 

/ T downs bien to then Bs * 
Jaa while tis Time, 111 hun. the Cri 

| ; That gars poor Epps gae Whinging, 3 

= | To e the Bards bindging. | 


% kad Ey 's Apron bidden ns 


The Kirk had veer had it} | 


= 


=y 4 © 25% 


$0 


— 
— 


PEP => 


of Scars Sap, 5 
zue when the Word's gage thro* the Town. | 
Alke : how can ſhe mend. itz. 
and ſhe maun mount the Pillar; _ 


hnd that's the Way that * 
For poor Folk has nge 8 
Now ha'd yer Tongue, my Daughter J 
Reply d the * y Mither, - - is 4 7 | 
Get Zohny's Hand in hay Bend, Ji 
Syne wap-ye's Wealch together. 
I'm o the Mind, e N 
Yell do your Part difcreetlys 
d prove a Wife, wil gar his Life, | 


a” 7 


— e 


$ONG. Tune, Wat ye wa l met Teſtreru, . 


” 


I. * * | 

O dl wap Voges 

Do welcome in the verdant Spring, _ _ 

rr prefer the Stig Notes. 

d think ſhe does molt ſirectly fing. . 
Nor Thruſh, nor Linnet, nor the Bird, 


236 4 1 New Mises tian 


een e 102 1 
When Det ahnal Rs — 
And on our Plains he looks. aſcance, 4 Yan F 
The Nightingale with him retires, 
My Stirling makes my Blood ue BH | 1 
In Spite of Hyems' nipping Froſt. 
Whether the Day be dark or clear, 0 
un r or to her Keb e 
Who makes it 5 F 
| Then by thy fa, my lovely Bird, a 
Il ſtroke thy Back, and kifs thy Breaſt; | © 
And if you'll take my hone Word, 
As facred 4s before the Prieſt, ' mo 1 k 
Il bring thee where T will %s .»* F 
Such various Ways to pleaſure thee, - —— 
| The Velyer-fog thou wil def.. i | 
| ow ona ee | 
. 
en e ee 
18 2 e i > | 
On Munancay at Mom, wh . trad) „ Y 
As through the Fields I paſt, rare. 
Tuo view the Winter Con. 
I looked me behind, "+; 
And fav come o'er the Know,. , 


2 Y - 
. ad W + £ 1 
* . * 7% \ 9 , 


Ane glancing in ber Apron. 7 
* brent Brow. | 


F; Scots Sanzt. 
7 1 fair Maid 
N And ſhe courteoufly 
» WH Return'd a Beck, Wer. 
| Good > 
1 r 
Do ye intend to gae. 
Quoth ſhe, pct Tn 
Out o'er yon broomy Brae. 
Fair Maid I'm thankiu to my Fate, 
To have fic —_— _ 


37 


— | 


o * 
o ++ + 


4 - 
„ 
- by _ - * 
* * 
= 
o 


vin we td gu x le uti, 
= I faid to her, m Dow, | 
k 


* 7 
* - » 


| e 
| For I am nane af 
= WH | bope ye me walr 
, Thar to rue Womens & 
45 For may be I have tholen ane, 
And plighted him my Vow, e 
mend 16 ny | 
Weng 5 255 


Na, if ye ate contrached, I 
en 3 
3 


—7 „ 
a 

C 
he, "4 


* 
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Rather than be rejected, ou fon 
| I will gie o'er the Fay; Sod of 
in rol e PITT, 
My Love, and one me rem 
Ani ir we i er PAIR, 
nya =, 20 4 
O Sir, ye wn pepat yang; e 
And haith to be ſaid Nay, 161 | 
* Elſe ye wad ne er a ſtarted T Wiy pay Fl 
For ought that I did fay :.. a 9% 91409 
For Women in their Modeſty 1 7 Tor at 7 
"wh At firſt they winnd bow; r 
- But if we like your Company, 160 t 
We'll prove as kind as you. hoe 4 


SONG. Tune of, Ii never leave thee. . 
1. " A. 5 8 | 

NE Day I heard Mary fay, or 7 

| How ſhall I leave thee? © 
Stay, deareſt Adonis, ſa g. 

Why wilt thou grieve me? 6d 
Als! ty fond Han well weak,” tes i 
If thou ſhould leave me. 2 

T1 live and die for thy Sakez © 

E 1 

| , Is, fy. 5 5 
e eee, 


it cer her young Harvbetray=——————o—=="-; 


5 Can Mary thy Anguiſh ſooth ? A inen 
This Breaſt ſhall receive thee. 8 | 
Never deceive theez 
Delight ſhall drive Pain away, W 
Pleaſure revive thee. 8 1 0 
jt IV. cat WOT ou 
dt ave thee Hestia 
How ſhall I leave thee? ib bis ein v7 


Where would my Adonis fly? 
Why does he grieve me? D ood! ail © 

Alas! my poor Heart will dies 

If I ſhould leave theo. * Dat cn ink 


* * » A 4 4 
. a _ : 
7 ? * «+ 4 
bd / a> 0 - ” *. — . s 


te A New Migcparant | 


Fi 


** M Lt * * 
1 0 


* 


E * nay + * 99 2 4 N * 
911 14. © . i 


| 
| 


Fight in good Order. 


Till ye come to the Engliſh 


March, March, 3 | 


— Leſly' s/ 1 $6 Linh: .marſion Apr. 


Arch, march, * u 

Why the D — Jo.ye.oa march! E: 
Stand to your Arms, my Lads, . N N 
| <> be An? 


Front about, ye Muaketeers. all wg 25 "_ M3191 
Stand tilt and fight like blen. 


True Goh maintain. 
The Parliament blyth to ſee us a_comit v7 
When to the Kirk we come, Ke 5 * 6 
We'll purge it Ma Room 
Frae Popiſh Relicts anda" ſuch Innovations, 
That a the Wald. may ſhe, 1 Nh, 
There's e e 


Of the auld Scusiſhʒ Nat io. FS 1 


Jenny ſhall wer the Hood, © - - - © 


Focky the Sark of ,GO D; 

And the cen bu e While, | 

That make fic We 
Dur Pipers bw] .Y e war 
Shall hae thema 


Whatefer, come on it: A Sie 100 
Busk up your Plaids, wy Lads, 
Cock up. your Bonnet. 8 


. 15 1 * 5 


8 * 1 1 


; oY 4 4 Wow a 


so g- tua 


l.. 

. my native gend 
My neareft Relations, and 

Dear N- iy frac theſe I'd ſtart edfily free, ( Swim, 


| VereMinutes prong} a 


SHE, 
Then tell me the Ref hyp Jo ntoey 

The Fleadings of Love, but 

Alake, thou Deceiver, o'er wes 


A Lover ror wil e . 


SHE. „ 
S l Fortune may ce where ler ha 
the Sway. Ha 
Then Fohnuy ba e 
For vvhile thou proves conſtant in Kindneiſt to me, 


mee 


. 
Genn elſe foon IVbetny; 
A Weakneſs unmanly, and-quickly give Way 


vSEVIN'S Mes 
1 proves Ruin to the, 
A Pain co us bach, « Düben wo me. 
eie | 
—— invidble Power, 
It ever my Heurt be unſaithſul to theo, 
1 ——' — | 


— 


22 
' 


—_ 


SONG. Db " To, the Tune . 7 * 
sx you: l e, n 8997 aim vi 
bent yo; e, 299 en dme 
Buk ye, bust yes" my; bony Bride: ' : $a 

Buck and go d the Brag of Yarrow + fl 
There will we ſport and gather De, 

Dancing whis Lerrocks de the Morning 
There learn frae Turtles to prove true}. 

O Bell neer vex me with thy Scorning. 
To Weſtlin' Breezes Fri viride: 

44 when the dere e aan mene 
— o'&#/all'the Fickdes © © 

— — 
Learn frae the Burns that trace! the Mead; 
Tho? on their ir nn 
Yet haſtylie they flow to T * 
And pour their Sweethels in his beben. 


Haſt ye, haſt ye, f bau U. 19. 
— 


6 —x 


8 


B 


2 
= 


"RP 


The Shining of his Een ſurprizez 


1144 A New Miteszrger 
Wich free Conſent my Fears repel, ; _.. 


7 II with my Love and Care reward te. | 


_ Thus fang [ laftly to my Fair, 

Woot pony 1 
odd Smiles, I ack" nue mir, 
Simoe now my"! 


” „ 1 
=? "6 a. $393 + 644.4 2 22 — 2 2 . 


7 e an Hl: 

1 
His Mind is never muddy, 

His Breath is ſweeter than new Hay, 4 
His Face is fair and ruddy. 


He's ſtately in bis Wawyking 


"Tis eee hea im rwkig. 
"Laſt Night I wet him ons Bw wy 2 
CI ——— ap 
There mony a kidly Word: he pes. 
.- That ſet my Heart a glowing. 

He Led, and vow'd he wad be wine - 

Ad loo d me beſt of ny; wit 
| That gars me like to fiog ſinſyue, | 
O Corn Riggs. ave mie. als why hk 


| Refuſe what maiſt they're wanting, // 


© A N And 


His Shape is handſome, middle Sizes 2 


filly Mind Wot A 39 gilt 
4 


a” oe. 


F Seon . wy 


dice we for piling wie light, 
We chaſtly ſhould be orgs. 
Then PII comply, aud mar) 
And ſyne my Cockerniony * 
W r N 
Where Corn Rigpy ate bon). 


Cromlet's Lilt. 
OQINCE all thy Vows, falſe Maid, EIN 
Are blown to Air, IR 
And my poor Heart betrayd 
To {ad Deſpair, 
Into ſome Wilderndls, 
My Grief I will expreſs, 
And thy Hard- heartedneſs, 
O cruel Fair. 


Have I not graven dur Loves 
On every Tree: 

In yonder ſpreading Groves, 
Tho Falſe thou be: 

Was not a ſolemn Oath 

Plighted betwixt us both. 


Where neither Sun nor 
\ 


145 A New Miscantant 
Eier Enterance'had: | 
Into that hollow Cave, 
There will I figh and rave, 
Becauſe thou do'ſt beba age 
Soͤ,c faithleſsly. > 
Wild Fruit ſhall . my Meat, . 
I'll drink the Spring, 
Cold Earth ſhall be my Seat : 
„ Covering, 8 F. 
II have the ſtarry Sky 7 ob th 
My Head to Canopy, 
Uatil my Soul on hy 
Shall ſpread its Wing. 
II have no Funeral Fire, 
Nor Tears for me: F 
| Nor Obſequies: * 
The courteous Red-Breaft he vat! 
With Leaves will cover mee. T 
And ſing my Elegy, iter Bree 
With doleful Voice. 
And when a Ghoſt I am. K 
II viſit thee: ' I 
© thou deceitful Dame, 1 
Whoſe Cruelty . * 
Has kill'd the kindeſt Heart 
That e er felt Capid's Dart, - 
And never can Deſert l 
From loving thee, 8 


* 


© | - 


| enn a. 
: 8 1 Jan jy 2 + 
of Scors Sangs. 147 
6 7 8 2 aan 
— — — — — — 1 2 


SONG. Well # to Kohl 7, 
N I'll awa to bonny Teveed-fide, © 
And foe may Dairy, cons chroges.! 
And he fall be mine N 

Gif ſae be incline, * © 
for I hate to lead {pes below. * 


While Young ad Fa po 

I'll make it my Care, 82 
To ſecure my ſell in a Jo; r 

I'm no fic aFool 


| To let my Blood cot f 

And then gae lead Apes below. 110 1411 W kh 
Few Words, eee 
Will eithly perſwade, : 

Tho bluſhing, I daftly ay o.. 
Gae on with your Strain, "Wt; x2": 
And doubt not to gain, 

For I hate to lead Apes below. IN 


. F; . 


Unty'd to a Man, 

Do whate'er we can, 

We never can Thrive or Dow: . 
Then bwin dow. 4 Nn 

alla den kel Are below: t en 
einn t A 


LI an 
2 
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i 


| 
| 


| 


That Beauties upon us beſtow; | '/ 
"Tis not to be thought, W- 
We got them far Nought, | 
Or to be ſet up for Show. — 
| | 
| 
| 


WILLIAM 


| 1 at the fearful Midnight u, 


When all were faſt allecp, 
In glided Margaret's grimly Ghoſt, 
And ſtood at William's Feet. 


Her Face was pale, like Agri Mora, - 
Cladin a wintry Cloud ; 

And Clay- cold was her Lilly Hand. 
That held her fable Shroud. _ 

So ſhall the faireſt Face appear, - 
When Youth and Years are Jown : | 

Such is the Robe that Kings muſt wear, 
When Death bas reft their Crown, 


of Sc ors, Seangsy, 149 
„ fringing Flower 7 
That ſips the Silver D] ̃ 4... {1 
The Roſe was budded in ber Check, |. 1 vi 
Juſt opening tothe View. 


But Love had, like the Canker-Worm, vc H 
Conſum'd her early Prime 

The Roſe grew pale, ad lf her Chen 

She dy'd before her Tine. 


Awake! — ſhe cry d. Thy a 
Come from her Midnight Gravez {1-7 

Now, let thy Pity hear, * N N 
Thy Love refus d to ſuye. bak 


rh che Tf Ar 
When injur d Ghoſts complain, 

eee > 5 | 
To fright the faithleſs, Man. 


Bethink thee, #illiam, of thy Fault, 1:11 
Thy Pledge and broken Oath, . 10 b 

And give me back my Maiden - Vow, . ... 95 
And give meback my Trab., 7 

How could you ſay, my Eace was ffir. f 5.5 
And yet that Face forſake?. n dd 


How could Jou. win my Ving W N 
Yet leaye that e Es N 


tjo A New Miserianr 
| Why did you promiſe Love to me, 
And not the Promiſe keep? 
Why faid you, that my Eyes 
| Yet left theſe Eyes to Wei 


How eould you fweat, my Lip was ſwert 
Asad made the Scarlet pate?” 
And why did 1, young witleſs Maid, 
Believe the flatt'ring Tale? 


That Face, alas! no more is fair; - 
Theſe Lips no red: ' 
Darkare my Eyes coed in De 


| The hungry Worm my Siſter i x 
This Winding-Sheet J Wear: 


And cold and weary laſts Night, | 
| Til hr te Morn er 24 


But hark I ...-the Clock has wr me hence, 
And long and late Adicu!. 

Come ſec, falſe Man! how D Ry 
That dy'd for Love of you. 


ane 
Andi rais'd her 
— quien every Limby 

| Then raving left bis Bed. 


—— —᷑ %ͤjÜ᷑ ¶ ñꝗñ——— — __— __— 
- 


— 


— — — 
— —— — — a - 


— 


ff $eavh in mY 
He by'd him to the fatal Place Ip 
eehte fe th r 
4nd ſtretch'd him o'er : 
That wrapt ber bade Clay, N 


And thrice he calfd on Margaret's Name, 
And thrice he wept full fore: | 

Then laid his Cheek on her cold Grave, 
And nn L 


} 
| The COMPLAINT, 


1: 
The Flocks were penn within t 

When in the Silence of the Grove e Fold, 
Poor Damon thus deſpair d of Love. f 


Who geks to plyak the fragrant Rose, : 
From the baud Rack os cozy Berth: 

Vio ban each Weed that bureen grows ; 
Vith equal Faith may hope to find 
The Truth of Love in Womankind, = 


No Flocks have f, or 
No Fields t. waye ai 
No Paſtures preen, ar Gurdeas tale, 


A Wem yeral Beg b gal 


152 A New Mrscsitany 
Then all in vain my Sighs muſt prove, 
Whoſe whole Eſtate, alas! is Love, 
How wretched is the faithful Youth, _ 
Since Womens Hearts are bought and ſold ? 
They ask no Vows of ſacred Truth; 
Whene'er they ſigh, they ſigh for Gold. 


Gold can the, Frowgs of Scorn remove; 
Thus I am ſ{corn'd,--- who have but Love. 


To buy the Gems of 1ndia's.Coaſt,,.  __ 
What Wealth, what Riches would ſuffice? 
Yet Zndia's Shore could never boaſt, 
The Luſtre of thy Rival Eyes: 
For there the World too cheap mult prove; 
Can I then buy ?---- who have but Loye. 


| Then, Mary, fince nor Gems, nor Ore 
Can with thy brighter ſelf compare, 
Be juſt, as fair, and value more, 
Than Gems or Ore, a Heart ſincere; 
Let Treaſure meaner Beauties prove; 
Who pays oY Worth, muſt My ow q 


Toſs and tumble thro the Night, 
And wiſh th' approaching Day, 
Thinking when Darkneſs yields to Light, - 


a TIl bagiſh Care away +: (121 $809 A 


of Scors Sang. wh: 
r 
And chear all Nature rqund, 
All Thought of Pleaſure in me ** 
My Cares do ſtill abound. 
My tortur d and uneaſy Mind 
Bereaves me of my Reſt; 
Thoughts are to all Pleaſure blind; 
With Care I'm till 
But had I ber within my Rrealt, 
. Who gives me ſo much Pain. 
? maker oo eld der la 
And ſofteſt Nys regain 
Naser | 
Bleſs'd with fair uu Charms, 
Nor yet the thund ring Fapiter, 50 
In fair Alcmeng's Arms: 


Paris, with Helen's Beauty bleſt. 
Wou'd be a Jeſt to meg 


If of her Charms I were poll, 
Thrice happier I would be. 

But ſince the Gods do not ordain 
Such happy Fate far me. 

I dare not gainſt their Will repine, 
Who rule my Deltiny. 

With ſprightly Wine IA drown my Care. 
And cheriſh up my Soul ; 

Whene'et I think on my loſt Fair, 

III drown her in the Bowl, 


1? 


2 4 New Mricattany 
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1The DECEIVER. 
ITH tuneful Pipe, and hearty Glee, | 
Young Hag won my Heart; | 
A blyther Lad ye cou dna ſee, 3 0 
All Beauty without Art. 
His winning Tale | 
Did ſoon prevail 71 bk | = 
To gain my fond Belief; ;; 
But ſoon the Swain 3 , 
Gangs o'er the Plain, | 
And leaves me full, and leaves me full, | - 
And leaves me full of Grief. 
Tho' Colin courts with tuneful Sang, 
Yet few regard his Mane; © 
The Laſſes a round :Waty thrang , 
While Colin's left alane: 
In Aberdeen 
Was never ſeen 
A Lad that gave fic Pain, 
He daily wooes, | 
And ſtill purſues, _ 
Till he does, all, till he does all, 
_ Till he does all obtain. 
TY But ſoon as he has gain d the Bliſs, 
Away then does he run, 
And hardly will afford a Kiſs 
To filly me undone: 


Ay 


\ 


v Scores war. | 


Bony Katy, 

Maggy, Beatty, 

Avoid the roving Swain z + 
His wyly Tongue 
Be ſure to ſhun, - +, „ 2 

Or you, like me; or you, like me, N 

Like me will be undone. 


* — 


"The il. — 


HE Widow can bake, and the Widow 
can brew, 
The Widow can ſhape, ahd the Widow can ſews 
And mony braw things the Widow can do, 
Then have at the Widow my Ladie. 
With Courage attack her baith early and late, 
To kiſs her and clap her ye mauna be blate, 
Speak well and do better, for that's the beſt Gate 
To win a young Widow my Ladie. 


The Widow ſhe's youthfu?, and never 2c Hair, | 
The war of the Wearing, and has a good Skair 
Of every Thing lovely; ſhe's witty and fair, 
And has a rich Joynter my Ladie. 
What cou'd ye wiſhbetter yourPleaſuretocroy 
Thana Widow, the bonyeſt Toaſt in the Town, 
Wirh naithing, but draw in your Stool and i 
down, 
And "_ with the Widow I Laer | 


J A New MfsSciritiny 
Then tiller and kill er with Courtefic dead, | 
Tho' ſtark Love and Kindhefs be alt ye can plead; 
Be heartſome and airy, and hope to ſutcerd, 
Witha bonny gay Widow, my Ladie. 
Strike Iron while 'tis het, if ye'd have it to wald, 
For Fortune ay favours the aftiye and bauld, 
But ruines the Woer thats thow eld and cauld, 
Unfit for the Widow, my. Ladle 


bk ct n | 
 , The Highland Last. 
HE Lawland Maids gang trig and fine, 
But aft they're ſour and unco Gly, 
Sae proud they never can be kind, 
Like my goed bumour'd Highland Laſſie, 
VO my. bony, bony Highland Laſis, 
My henrty ſmiung Highland Laſſie, 
Mey never Care make thee leſs fair, 
But Bloom of Youth till bleſs my Laffe. 
Than ony Laſs in Borrowſtoun, 
| Who make their Cheeks wich Patches moi: 
Id tak my Katie but a Gown, 
Bare fooaed in het Titfle Cotie: 
O my bony, & 
Beneath the Brier-or Brecken Buſh, | 
Wheneter I kiſs and court my Dautie, | 
Happy and blyth as ane wad wiſh, ' of 
My-flighteren Heart gangs pittie· pattie 
Ou lim. &c. 
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Oer higheſt heathery Hills III ſtenn, 
With cockit Gun and Ratches tenty, 
To drive the Deer out of their Den, 

To feaſt my Laſs on Diſhes dainty. 
0 my bony, &c. 


Hay 21s 
Gainſt her to wag. a Tongue or Finger, 
While I can wield my truſty Sword, 
Or frae my Side whisk dat a- . 
o my bony, &cc. | 


The Mountains clad with, until Bloom, 
And Berries ripe invite my Treaſure, : 
Torange with me, let great Fowk-gloom, [ſute, 

While Wealth and Pride confound their Plea- 


0, my bony, bony Highland Laſſie, 

My lovely ſmiling Highland Laſſie, 

May never Care make thee leſs fair, 
But bloom of Yowth ſtill bleſs my Laſſie. 


— 


—_— 


 Jocky biyth and gay. 
LYTH Focky young and gay, 
Is all my Heart's Delight, 


He's all my Tak by Day. 
And all W- 0:15 
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"Tis Winter ſtill with me; 
But when he tarries here, 
Tis Summer all the Tear. 
Firſt on the low'ry Dale, 
Right ſweetly he me tret, 
You are the Laſs, ſaid he, 
That ftaw my Heart frac me ; 
O eaſe me of my Pain, 
And never ſnay Diſdain. 
Well can my Focky kyth 
His Love and Courteſie, 
He made my Heart full blyth, 
When he firſt ſpake fo me. 
His Suit I ill deny d. 5 
He kiſs'd and I comply d; 
Sae Focky promis d me, 
That he wad faithful be. 


Fm glad when TFocky comes, 
Sad when he gangs away: 
"Tis Night when Focky glooms, 

But when he ſmiles, *tis Day. 


When our Eyes meet I pant, 


I colour, ſigh and faint; | 
What Laſs that would be kind, 
Can better tell her Mind? | 
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Had away frae me, Donald, 


Come away, come away, 
0 Come away wi'me, Fenny; 
Sic Frowns I canna bear frae ane 
Whaſe Smiles anes raviſh'd me, Fenny: 
If you'll be kind, you'll never find . 
That ought fall alter me, Femny;- 
For you're the Miſtreſs of my Mind, 
Whate er you think of me, Femy. 


Firſt when your Sweets enſlay d my Heart, 
You ſeem'd to favour me, Ferry; ; 
But now, alas! you act a Part 
That ſpeaks Unconftancy, Jemy. 
Unconſtancy is fic a Vice, 
'Tis not befitting thee, _Fenny ; 
It ſuits not with your Virtue nice 
To carry fae to me, Femny. 


- . . ' AE 


— 


Her ANSWER. 


() Had away, had away, 
Had away frac me Donall ; 


Your Heart is made o'er large for ane, 
It is not Meet for me, Donald: 
0 2 


Apparent Worth; and fair Renown, 
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Some fickle Miſtreſs you may find, 
Will jilt as faſt as thee, Donald; 
To ilka Swain ſhe will prove kind, 
And nae leſs kind to thee, Donald, 
But I've a Heart that's naething ſuch, 
Dis filld with Honeſty, Donald; 
I'll n&er love mony, Tl love much, 
I hate all Levity, Donald: 
Therefore nae mair, with Art, pretend 
Your Heart is chain'd to mine, Donald; 
For Words of Falſhood I'll defend, 
A roving Loys like thine, Donald. 
Firſt when you courted, I muſt own, 
I frankly favour'd you, Donald ; 


Made me believe you true, Donald. 
Ilk Virtue then ſeem'd to adorn 25 
The Man efteem'd by me, Donald, 

But now, the Mask fallen aff, I ſcorn + 
To ware a Thought on thee, Donald. 


And now, for ever had away, 
Had away from me, Donald; 
Gae ſeek a Heart that's like your ain, 
And come nae mair to me, Donald; 
For Il! reſerve my fell for ane, 
For ane that's liker me, Donald; | 
It fic a ane I canna find, 


Pl ne'er loo Man, nor thee, Donald. 
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DON AL D. 
Then I'm thy Man, and falſe Report 
Has only tald a Lie, Fenn; 
To try thy Truth, and make us e 
The Tale was rais'd by me, Fenny. 
When this ye prove, and ſtill can love, 
Then come away to me, Donald; 
m well content, ne er to repent _ 
That I have ſmil'd on thee, Donald. 


n OT OI D 


Todlen Butt, and Todlen Ben. 5 

HEN I've a Saxpence under my Thumb. 

Then ll get Credit in ilka Town; 

But ay when I'm poor they bid me gang by; 

O! Poverty parts good Company). 
Todlen hame, todlen ham, ö 
Coudna my Love come todlen hame. 


Fair fa the Goodwife, and ſend her good Sale, 
She gi'es us whiteBannocks to drink her Ale, 
Syne if that her Tippony chance to be ſma', 
We'll tak a good Scour o't, and ca't awa', 

Todlen hame, todlen hame, 

As round as a Neep come todlen hame. 
My Kimmer and I lay down to — 2 | 
And twa Ping- ſtoups at our Becke 

O CS 5 


— 
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And ay when we waken' , wedrank them dry ; 
What think ye of my wee Kiramer and N 

Todlen butt, and todlen ben, "I 
Sae round as my Love come todlen lame. 


; Leez me on Liquor, wy todlen Dow, 

Le re ay ſae good humour'd when weeting your 

When ſoberfaeſour, ye fight withaFlee, Mou; 

That tis a blyth Sight to the Bairns and 10 | 
When todlen hame, todlen hame, 

When round as a Neep ye come todlen hams, 


0 ; = 
8 * — — rr —— 
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* 


The Auld Man's beſt Argument. Tune of, 


 _ Widow, are ye wikis. 
" Wha's that at my Chamber Door? 
Fair Widow are ye wawking? ? 
Auld Carle, your Suite give o'er, 
Your Love lies a' in tawking. 
Sie me the Lad that's young and tight, 
Sweet like an April Meadow; 
'Tis fic as he can bleſs the Sight, 
And Boſom of a Widow. 
O Widow, wilt thou let me in, 
Am pawky, wiſe and thrifty, 
And come of a right gentle Kin; 
« I'm little mair than Fifty.” ? 
Daft Carle, dight your Mouth, 
What ſignifies how pawky, 


7 


Or gentle born ye be, bot Youth, 


« Then, Widow let theſe Gujneas ſpeak, 
« And if they fail, my Mouth Ill ſteek, 
Theſe court indeed, I maun confeſs, 
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In Love you're but a Gawky. 


„That powerfully plead clinkan, 


« And nae mair Love will think on.” 


I think they make you young, Sir, [ | 
And ten Times better can expreſs, 1 
Affection than your Tongue, Sir, | 


— A 4 — „ 
— 


My O. 
IS not your Beauty, nor your Wit, 
That can my Heart obtain; 
For they cou'd never conquer yet | 
Either my Breaſt or Brain. Wann 
For if you'll not prove kind to me, 
And true as heretofore, 
Henceforth I'll ſcorn your Slave to bes 
Or dote upon you more. 


Think not my Fancy to 0 'ercome, 
By proving thus unkiod ; we 
No ſmoothed Sight, nor {ſmiling nom 

Can ſatisfy my Mind. 


Pray let Platonicks play ſuch Pranks, 
Such Follies I deride, 
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Till we amaiſt were ſpoil'd, 
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For Love, at leaſt, I will have Thanks, 
And ſomething elle beſiſe. r 


Then open hearted be with me, | 
As I ſhall be with you, voin“ 

And let our Actions be as free 
As Virrue will allow. 155 

If you'll prove loving, III prove kind, 
If true, I'll conſtant be; 

If Fortune chance to change Fan 
Ill turn as ſoon as ye. 


Since our Affections well ye know 
In equal Terms do ſtand, 


Tis in your Pow'r to love or no, 


Mine's likewiſe in my Hand. 
Diſpenſe with your Auſterity, 
Unconſtancy abhor, 
Or by great Cupid's Deity, 
II never tore you more. 


What's that to you- Tune of hd flava of 
her Apron. * wo 


Y Feany and I have toil'd 
The live lang Simmer Day, 


At making of the Hay: 
Her Kurchy was of Holland clear, 
Ty'd on her bony Brow, 


of Sco rs S 
1 whiſper'd ſomething in her Ear; 
But what's that to you? 


Her Stockings were of Kerſy green, 
As tight as ony Silk: 
O ſic a Leg was never ſeen, 
Her Skin was white as Milk ; 
' Her Hair was black as ane cou'd wiſh; 
And ſweet, ſweet was her Mou, 
O! Feany daintylie can kiſs, 
But what's that to you? 
The Roſe and Lilly baith b | 
To make my Feany fair, 
There is no Benniſon like mine, 
I have amaiſt nae Care; 
Only I fear my Feany's Face, 
May cauſe mae Men to rew, 
And that may gar me ſay, Alas! 
But what's that to you? 
Conceal thy Beauties, if thou can, 
Hide that ſweet Face of thine, 
That I may only be the Man 
Enjoys theſe Looks divine. 
O do not proſtitute, ' my Dear, 
Wonders to common View, | 
And I with faithful Heart ſhall ſwear, 


For ever to be true. 


King Solomon had Wives anew, 
And mony a Concubine; 
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| But I enjoy a Bleſs mair true 


His Joys were ſhort of mine 
And Feany's happier than they, 

She ſeldom wants her Due, 
All Devts of Love to her I pay, 
And what's that to you? 


— 


„ V wo 


SONG. To fle ahnt FLORINDA, 
Tune of, Queen of Sheba's March. 

OM E, Florinda, lovely Charmer, 
Come and fix this wav'ring Heart; 
Let thoſe Eyes my Soul rekindle, 
= Erc I feel ſome foreign Dart. | 
pl Come and with thy Smiles ſecure me, 
Tf this Heart be worth thy Care, 


Favour'd by my dear Florinda, 
Fll be true as ſhe is fair. 


Thouſand Beauties trip around me, 
And my yielding Breaſt aſſail; 
Come and take me to thy Boſom, 


Ere my conſtant Paſſion fail. 
Come, and like the radiant Morning, 


— 


On my Soul ſerenly ſhine, 


Then thoſe glimmering Stars ſhall vaniſh, 
Loſt in Splendor more divine. * 
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Long this Heart has been thy Victim, 
Long has felt the pleaſing Pain. 
Come, and with an equal Faſſion 
Make it ever thine remain, 


Then my Charmer, 1 ca promiſe, 
If our Souls in Love agree, 
None in all the happy Dwellings 
Shall be happier than we. 


A Bacchanal $ONG. To woke Tune of, Auld 
Sir Symon the King, 


OME here's to the Nymph that Tloye? 
Away ye vain Sorrows, aways 
Far, tar from my Boſom be gone, 
All there ſhall be pleaſant and gay. 


Far hence be the ſad and the Penſive, 
Come fill up the Glaſſes around, 
We'll drink *till our Faces be ruddy, 
And all our vain Sorrows are drown'd. 


Tis done, and my Fancy's exulting 
With every gay blooming Defire, + 
My Blood with brisk Ardour is glowitig, 
Soft Pleaſures my Boſom inſpire. 


My Soul now to Love is diflolving; 
Oh Fate! had I here my fair Charmer, 


—— eiSs — -- 
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1d claſp her, I'd claſp her ſo cager, 


Ot all her Diſdain, I'd diſarm her. 


But hold what has Love to do here 
With his Troops of vain Cares in —_ 
Avaunt idle penſive Intruder 
He triumphs, he will not N 


Ill drown him, come give me a Bumper 
Young Cupid, here's to thy Confuſion 
Now, now, he's departing, he's We tel 
Alien to his anxious Deluſion. | 


Come, joll y God Bacchus, here's to thee; 


Huzza Boys, huzza Boys, huzza, 


Sing Id, ſing Id to Bacchus 


Hence all ye dull Thinkers withdraw. 


Come, what ſhould we do but be joviah 


Come tune up your Voices and ſing; 


What Soul is. ſo dull to be heavy, 
When Wine ſets our Fancies on Wing? 


Come, Pegaſus lies in this Bottle, 


Hel mount us, he'll mount us on high. 


Each of us a gallant young Penſcus, 
Sublime we'll aſcend to the Sky. 


Come mount, or adieu, I ariſe, 
In Seas of wide Eaber lie d 


1 {ce the Spheres whirling around. 
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The Clouds far beneath me are failing, 


What Darkneſs, what Ratling is this? 
Thro' Chaos dark Regions Im burl'd, 
And now, Oh my Head it is knockt, 
Upon ſome confounded new World. 


Now theſe dark Shades are retiring, 
See yonder bright blazes a Star, 
Where am 1?--- behold the Emeyreum, 
With flaming Light ſtreaming from far. 


> Ld tt. * — IIIY 


— —„-— 


T Mix. A C. SONG. Tune of, All inthe 
Dovens, Goc. 


HEN Beauty blazes heav'nly bright, 
The Muſe can no more ceaſe to ling, 

Than can the Lark with riſing Light, 
Her Notes neglect with drooping Wing. 
The Morning ſhines, harmonious Birds mount hy; 
The dawning Beauty ſmiles, and Poets fly. 


Young Annie 's budding Graces claim 
The inſpir'd Thought and ſofteſt Lays, 
And kindle in the Breaſt a Flame. 
Which muſt be vented in her Praiſe. - 
Tell us, ye gentle Shepherds, have you ſeen 
Der one ſo like an "” tread the Green? | 
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Ye Vouth be wate f of your Hedtrs, 
When ſhe appeats take the Alarm: 

Love on her Beauty points his Dart 
And wings an Arrow from e Gam, 

Around her Eyes and Smiles the Graces ſport, 

And to her fnowy Neck an Breaſts relott. 

But vain miſſt every Caution prove. 
When ſuch inchanting S weetneſs ſhines, 

The wounded S wain muſt eld. to . 
And wonder tho' he hopeleſꝭ pines, 

Such Flames the foppiſh Butterfly ſnouſd ban 

The Eagles only fit to view" che Sun. 

She fair, 8 
Her lovely Features are complete; 

Whilſt Heaven ind makes her ſhare | l 
With Angels, all that's wiſe and ſweet. 

Theſe Virtues which divinely deck ber Mind, 

Exalt each Beauty of th' inferior Kind. x 

Whether ſhe love the rural Scenes, 
Or ſparkle in the airy Town, 


O! happy he her Favobr gains, | 


Unhappy ! if ſhe on him frown. 
The Muſe un willing quits the lovely Theme. 


7 Paſtoral Song; Tons of * Apron Dear). 


ile e are a feeding, wen 
void of Care; 
Doms po lets tune to Praiſe of the Fair 


den the fings, and thrive repeats her Nate, 
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For inſpir'd by my Swe; Ill ſing in ſuch Lays, 
That Pan, were he Judge, muſt allow metheBays. 

S. AND V. 
While under this Hawthorg we ly at our Eaſe, 
By a muſical Stream, and refreſſid by the Breeze 
Of a Zephyre © gentle, Les. Jamie, Ill, ux 
For to match you and Suſia, dear asia and I. 


JAMIE. an 
Oh! my Suſie, ſo lovely, ſhe's without Compare, 
She's ſo comely, ſo good, and ſocharmingſy fair: 
Sure, the Gads were. at Pains, ta make ſo com · 
plete meet: 
A Nymph, that for Eove, hens wasur'er 09 
SANDY. 
0! my Karie ſo bright; ſhe's ſo witty and ey. 
Loye join d with the Graces, around her Looks 
play. [free : 
In her Mien. ſhe's fo graceful; in her Humour ſo 
Sure the Gods never fram'd a Maid fairer then ſhe, 
— FAMEE._ 
Had my Suſie been there, when the Shepherd de- 
clar'd [gard, 
For the Lady of Lemnor, ſhe had loft his Re. 
And o'ercome by a Preſence more beauteouſly 
bright, [Light. 
He had own'd her undone, as the Darkneſaby 
SANDY. 
Not fair Helen of Greece, nor all the whole Train, 
Liber of real —_—_ or thoſe Poets feign, 
2 | 
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coud be match'd with my Katie, whoſe eren 
ſweet Charm [ warm, : 
May conquer beſt Judges, and coldeſt Hearts M - 
"JAMIE. 
Neither Riches or Honour, or any thing great, 
Do I ask of the Gods, but that this be my Fate, 
That my Sw/ie to all my kind Wiſhes comply ; 
For with her I wou'd live, and with her! aud 
dye. 


| SANDY. 3 
If tlie Fates give me Katie, and her I enjoy, 
T have all my Deſires, nought can me annoy; 
For my Charmer has ev ry Delight in ſuch Store, 
She'll make me more happy than Swain er be⸗ 
fore. N 
Love will find out the ay. 
VER the Mountains, 
And over the Waves, 
Over the Fountains, 
And under the Graves: 
Over Floods that are deepeſt, 
Which do Neptune obey ; 
Over Rocks that are ſteepeſt, 
Love will find out the Way, 
Where there is no Place 
For the OE ore to ly; . len lb 241 
Where there is no 8 Ls of 
Fax Receipt of a by 


F Sc ors Sapgs., 
Where the Midge dares not venture, 
_ Leſt her ſelt faſt ſhe ay: 
Butif Love & gone be il enter, 
And ſoon find out his Way. 
You may efteem bim 
A Child in his Force; 11 * 1 
Or you may deem him 
A Coward, which is worſe : 
But if ſhe; whom Love doth honour” 
Be conecaPd from: the Day, 'n 
Set a Thouſand: Guards upon ber, 
Love will find out the ae 
Some think toJole him, | n 
Which is too unkind; 
And ſome do ſuppoſe 1 
Poor Thing, to be blind?: 
But if noer ſo oloſd ye wall him. 
Do the beſt that ye may, 
Blind Love; if i ye-call him, 
He will find ant the Way. 
You may train the Eagle * 
To loop tu peut Filts, 
Or you may inveigle: 
The Phaair of the Reſt; 12 
The Lianeſe ye way meve hre 
To give o'er her Prey: . nimm 
But you'll never ops Loven. 
He will find out * 
| | © 3 
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| SONG. Tune. of, Throw the Wood Laddie. 
$ early I walkt, on the firſt of ſweet May, 
Beueath a ſteep Mountain, 
| Beſide a clear Fountain, . \ 
T heard a grave Lute ſoft Melody play, 
\ Whilſt the Eccho reſounded the dolorous Lay. 
T liſten d and look'd, and ſpy d a young Swain, 
With Aſpect diſtreſſed, 
ä And Spirits oppreſſed, 
Seem d clearing afreſh, like the Sky after Rain 
And thus he diſcover d how he ſtrave with his 
Pain. 
Tho' Eliza be coy, why ſhould I repine, 
That a Maid much above me, 
Vouchſafes not to love me? 
In her high Sphere of Worth Lnever could ſhine; 
Then why ſhould I ſeek to debaſe her to mine? 
No! henceforth Eſteem ſhall govern my Defire, 
And in due Sabje&ion, - 
I Retain warm Affection; 
1 To ſhew that Self. love inflames not my Fire, 
And that no other Swain can a ad- 
i . mire, 
1 When Paſſion full ceaſe to rage in my Breaſt; 
[ Then Quiet returning, 
Shall huſn yy lad Mourning, 
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And Lord of my ſelf, in abſolute Reſt, 


Ill hug the Condition which Heaven ſhall think 


beſt. 
Thus Friendſhip unmix d, and wholly refin,! 

May till be reſpected. 

Tho? Love is rejected: * 
Elixa ſhallown, tho? to Love not inclin d, 
That ſne ne er had a Friend like her Lover cefign'd. 
Maythe fortunate Youth, who hereafter ſhall woo, 

With proſp'rous Endeavour, 

And gain her dear Favour, * 
Know as well as I, what t Eliza is due, 
ze much more deſerving, but never leſs true. 
Whilſt I, diſengag'd from all amorous Cares} 

Sweet Liberty taſting, 

On calmeſt Peace feaſting ; © 
Employing my Reaſon to dry up my Tears, 
In Hops of Heaven's. Bliſſes I'll ſpend my few 

ears. 
Ye Powers that preſide over vertuous Love 

Come aid me with Patience, 

To bear my Vexations; © 
With equal Deſires my flutt'ring Heart move, 
With Sentiments pureſt my Notions i improve. 
If Love in hisFetters c er catch me again. 

May Courage protect me, 

And Prudence direct me; 

Prepar'd for all Fates, rememb' ring the Swain, 


Who grew boppily wiſe, after loving in win, 


I come to woe your Jim, qo ck. 
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OB's Fock cam to wos our Fenn, | 1 
On ae Feaſt Day when we Wer fou; 
She brankit faſt and made her bony, 
And faid, Fock, come ye here to woo? _ 
She burniſt her baith Breaſt and Brou, 


And made ber clear as ony Clock; 


Then ſpak her Dame, and. aid, I trou 
Te com till woo our Jenny; Fock. 

Jock ſaid, Forſuith I yern fu' fain, . 

To-luk my Head and fit down by vou 
Then ſpak her Minny, and ſaid again, 0 
My Bairn has Tocher enough to gie you, 

Tehie, qo. Jenny, kick, kiek, I ſee you: 
Minny, yon Man maks but a Mock, _ 

Deil hae the Liars. fu leis me o your: 


My Bairn has Tocher of her awin; 
A Guſe, a Gryce, a Cock and Hen, 
A Stirk, a Staig, an Acre-win, 
A Bakbread and a Bannock· ſtane; 
A. Pig, a Pot, and a Kirn there ben, 


A kame but and a Kaming Stock ; 


With Coags and Luggies nine or ten: 
Cum ye to oo our Feuny, Foct : 


4 Werht, a Peet - Creel and a Cradle, 
& Pair of Clips, a Graip, a Elail. 
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An Ark, an Ambry, and a Ladle, 
A Milſie, and a ſowine Pale: 
A rouſty Whitle to ſheer the Kail, 
And a Timber Mell the Beer to knock, 
Twa Shelfs made of an auld Fir Dale: 
Come ye to woo our Fenny, Fock. 
A furm, a Furlet, and a Peck, 
A Rock, a Reel, and a Wheel * 
A Tub, a Barrow, and a Seck, 
A Spurtle-braid; and ane Elwand, 
Then Fock took Fenny by the Hand. 
And cry'd, A Feaſt! and flew a Cock, 
And mates Bad upo Lan. 
Novy have I got your Fomy. qo Jock. 
Now Dame, I have your Doughter marri'd,, .. 
And tho ye make it ne er fac tough, __ 
I let you wit ſhe's nae miſcarri'd, | 
It's weel kend I have Gear enough: 
Ane auld gawd Gloyd fell owre a Heugh,. © 
A Spade, a Speet, à Spur, a Sock; 8 
Withouten Owſen I have a Pleugh: 
May that no ſer your Jenny, qo Fock? 
A Treen Truncher, a Ram Horn Spoon, 
Twa Buits of barkit blaſint Leather, 
A' Grajth. that ganes to coble Shoon, 
Anda Thrawcruick to twine a Teather: 
Twa Croks that moup amang the Heather. 
A. Pair of Branks, and a Fetter Lock, 


Er 
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To had your Tocher, Fenny, N 
Good Elding for pag uk om} 


A Cod of Caff wad: fill a Cradle, 
A Rake of Iron to-clat the Bire,, 
A Deuk about the Dubs to paddle: 
The Pannel of an auld Led-ſadle. 
And Rob my Eem hecht me a Stack. 
Twa luſty Lips to lick a Ladle,. - 
May thir no gane your Fenny, qo Fock? 
A Pair of Hames, and Brechom fine, 
And witheut 2 Bridle-renzie;. 
A Sark made ob the Linkome Twine, 


Mair yet in Store-+- I needna fenzic, 
Five Hundred Fleas, a fendy Flock, .. 
|. And are not thae a. wakrife- Menzie, 
To gaze to Bed with Jen and Fock? 

Fax thir for my Part of the Feaſt, 
I] HTtis well knawin I am veel bodin: 
Fe need not ſay my Part is leaſt, 

| Wer they as meikle as they'r lodin. 


Þþ | þ When we have done, tak hame the Brok; 
TH | The Roſt wis teugh as Raploch Hodin, 
Vin which they feaſted Jung and Fork. 


A teugh Purſs made of a Swine's/Rlathor, | 


A gay green Cloke. that will not ſtenzies, 


The Wife ſpeerd gin the Kail was lodin, 25 


* 


* Sc - Samgs. - uh 


SONG. Adee Tow; 


Have a green'Pubſe4nd'a wer pickle Gow, 
A Bony Piere Land and Planting - ont, 


1 frttens in yPloetts,andtyBiirnSittrtsſtow'd, ; 


But the beſt Thing of a, is yet wantingon't; 


Ta grace it, and trace it, 1 
And gie me Delight; _ | 
Tod bleſs me, and kiſs me, 
Ruck eom fort my Sight, 
With Beauty dy Day, and Kindnefs by Night, 


Aud nae mir my dme gang ſanntring ot. 
My Chrifly The's charming. and good as es Hir 5 
Her Een and her Mouthare inc ſweet, 
She ſmiles me on Fire, her Frowns gie Deſpair: 
I love while my Heart gaes panting wit. 
Thou faireſt, and deareſt, 
Delight of my Mind, 4 
Whoſe gracious Embrueces 
By Neavn were defigud 
For happieſt Trarfports; ant Bliſſes ved, 
Nae langer deny thy granting S wert. 


For thee, bony Chviſiy. my Shepherds and Hynds 
Shall carefully make the Vears Dainties thine: 
Thus freed frac laigh Care, while Love fills our 
Minds, 


OurDaysNlithPire ad Pray ti 
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With ſiliog — 
Believe me, and give me 
y No Cauſe to lament, 6 11 
Since I ne er ſhall be happy, till thou e br, 
N m7 Jamie, md bs lh 


mine. 


* — - 
-__ - 


SONG. To in ain Tune, 


Ltho' I be but a Country __ 
Yet a lofty. Mind I bear 
And think my {ell as good. as; thoſe 


That ich Apparel! wear-->-O, 
'Alrho' 1.1 Gown be hame-fpuk Gray, 
My Skinit is'as ſaft -O, 
As them! that Satin Weeds. do wear, 
And carry their Heads aloft----O, © 


What tho' 1 keep my Father' 's Sheep, 
The Thing that muſt be done-e«-O- 


With Garlands of the fineſt Flowers, 


To ſhade me frae the Sun- -O. 
When they are feeding pleaſantly, - 
|, Where Graſs and Flowers do CD | 
THOR on a flowtie Bank at Noon, . 
I fer me dovyn and ſing - O. beet 


2 Piggy. cork'd with Sage, 5 | 
Contains my Drink but thin O: 


. 


1 
dnt, 


1 be 
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NoWines do e er my Brain enrage, FN | 
Or tempt my Mind to ſin ; I 
My Country Curds, and Wooden Spoon. il 
I think them unco fine - O 
| 


And on a flowry Bank, at Noon, 
I ft me down and dine 0. 
Altho' my Parents cannot raiſe 
Great Bags of ſhihitg Gold- O, | 
Like them-whaſe Daughters now a Days, 
Like Swine are bought and fold—O; 
Yet my fait Body, it ſhall keep | 
And for twice fifty thouſand Oy 
I value not a Prin O. 


| os 266 Guns wood ay the, | 
Nor Chains about my Neck—O, 
Nor ſhining Rings upon my Hands, 
My Fingers ſtreight to deck - O0 
But for that Lad to me ſhall f,, 
And I have Grace to wed O, 

n Keep a Jewel worth them a, 

I mean my Maidenhead —O. 
If canny Fortune give to me, 

The Man I dearly love O. 
Tho' we wart Gear; I dint tare; | 

"7 Hiad(T rn eee 
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ExpeQing for a Bleſſing till, _ 0 N 
Deſcending from above O, 

Then we'll embrace, and ſweetiy kiſs, 
Repeating Tales of Love—O. 


* 
9 | { 
— 


Wah, wah, gin Love be buy. 


Waly, waly, up the Bank, 
And waly, waly down the Brae, 
And waly, waly yon Burn-ſide, 
Where I and my Love wont to gae. 
T lean'd my Back unto an Aik, 
I thought it was a truſty Tree, 
But firſt it bow'd, and ſyne it brake, 
So my true Love did lightly me, 


O waly, waly, but bake be bonny. 
A little Time while it is new, 
But when tis auld it waxeth cauld, 
And fades away like the Morning Dew. 
O wherefore ſhould: I busk my Head? - 
Or wherefore ſhould I kame my Hair? 
For my true Love has me forſook, 
And fays he'll never love me mair. 


Now Arthur-Seat ſhall be my Bed. 
The Sheets Quill ae'er be (yſ4}-by 296 © 

Saint Auton's Well ſhall be my Drink, 
Sinee my true Lore has forlaken me. 
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Martinmas Wind, when wilt thou bla w, 
And ſhake the green Leaves off the Tree? 
0 gentle Death, when wilt thou come, 
For of my Life I am We 


228 'Tis not the Froſt that freezes fell, 

Nor blawing Snaw's Inclemency 

Tis not fic Cauld that makes me Cy. 
But my Love's Heart grown cauld to me. 
When we came in by Glaſgow Town, 

We were a comely Sight to ſee; * 
My Love was clod in the black Velvet, 
And I my fell in Cramaſie. 


But had I wiſt before l kiſs'd, 

That Love had bin ſo ill to win, 
Id lock'd my Heart in a Caſe of Gold, 
And pinn'd it with a filver Pin. 
Oh ho! if my young Babe were born, 

And ſet upon the Nurſe's Knee, 
And I my fell were dead and gane, 
For a Maid again VI! never be. 


1 IT 


CC” 


The loving Laſs and Spinning-Wheel, 
S I fat at my Spinning-wheel, 

A bonny Lad was paſſing by: 
I view'd him round, and lik d him wee!, 
For Trouth he had a glancing Eye. 


Q2 
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My Heart new panting, gan to feel. 
But ſtill I turn'd my Spinning · wheel. 
With Looks all Kindneſs he drew near, 
And till mair lovely did appear; 

And round about my flender Waſte,  - 

He claſp'd his Arms, and me embrac'd: 
To kiſs my Hand, ſyne down d4id'knee!, 
As J fat at my Spinning-wheel, 


My Milk-white Hands he did extol, 
And prais'd my Fingers lang and ſmall, 
And faid there was nae Lady fair 
That ever cou'd with me compare. 
Theſe Words into my Heart did tech, 
But ſtill I turn'd my Spinning-wheel, 


Altho' 1 ſeerningly did chide, 

Yet he wad never be deny'd, 

But till declar'd his Love the mais, 
Until my Heart was wounded fair: 
That I could ſcarce my Love conceal, 
Yet (till I turn d my Spinning-wheel. 


My Hanks of Yarn, my Rock and Reel, 
My Winnels and my Spinning-wheel; 

He bid me leave them all with Speed, . 

And gang with him to-yonder Mead: 

My yielding Heart ſtrange Flames did feel, 
Yet ti] I turn'd my Spinning · vyheel. 
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About my Neck his Arm he laid, 
And whiſper d, Riſe my bonny Maid, 
And with me to yon Hay-cock go, 
Ill teach thee better Wark to do. 
In Trouth I loo'd the Motion weel, 
And loot alane my Spinning-wheel. 


Amang the pleaſant Cocks of Hay, 
Then with my bonny Lad I lay ; . 
What Laſſie young and ſaft as J. 
Cou'd fic a handſome Lad deny? 

Thoſe Pleaſures I cannot reveal, 


That far ſurpaſt the Spinning-wheel. 


* 


SONG. Tune of, Waes my Heart that we 
ſhou'd ſunder. 


DIEVU ye pleaſant Sports and Plays, 
Farewel each Song that was diverting 
Lore tunes my Pipe to mournful Lays, 
I fing of Delia and -Damon's parting. - 


Long had he loyd, and long conceal'd 
The dear tormenting pleaſant Paſſion, 
Till Delia's Mildneſs had prevail'd 
On him to ſhew his Inclination. 
Juſt as the Fair One ſeem'd to give 
A patient Ear to his Love Story, 
| MS: 
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Damon muſt his Delis leave. 
To go in Queſt of TUM 


Half ſpoken Words hung on his Tongue; 
Their Eyes refus'd their uſual Meeting; 
And ſighs ſupply'd their wonted Song, 
Theſe charming Sounds were chang d to 
| Weeping. 


Dear Idol of my Soul, adieu: 
| _ Ceaſe to lament, but ne er to love me; 
While Damon lives, he lives for you, 

No other Charms ſhall ever move me. 


Alas! who knows, when parted far 
From Delia, but you may deceive her. 
The Tongue deſtroys my Heart with Care, 
Adieu, my Dear, I fear for ever. 1 


If ever I forget my Vows, | 

May then my Guardian Angel leave met 
And: more to aggravate my Woes, 

Be you o ppl na Wo forging he, 


Oer te Bill a fn any. 
oc KY met with Jenny fair, 
Aft by the Dawning of the Day 
But Focky now is fu of Care, 
Since Femy ſtaw his Heart away: 


— 
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Altho „„ 
She proven has lake! unkind ; 

Which gars poor. Focky aften russ. 
That he cer lao'd a fickle Mind, - | 
And it's 0'er the Hill and far e. 

It's o'er the Hills and far amy. 

It's o'er the Hills and far aways 
The Wind has blawn my Plaid away, 


Now Focky was a bony Lad. 
As e'er was born in Scac/ond fair; 
But now poor. Man he's cen gan v 
Since Ferny has gart him Deſpair. 
Young Focty was a Piper's Son, 
And fell in Love when he was young? . 
But a' the Springs that he cou d Ps 
Was o'er the Hill and far away 

And it's ver the Hills, No. 


He ſung — when firſt my Jenny's Fa 
I ſaw, ſhe ſeem'd fac fu* of Grace, 4 
With meikle Joy my Heart was „% | 
That's now alas! wigh Sorrow kilf'd, 
Oh! was ſhe but as end 
Twad put an End to my 
Inſtead of that the is unkind, 
And wavers like the wine ed. 
And it's er the Hills, &c. 


Ab! could th fd the d n 
r 
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Sbe cou dna chuſe but grant Relief, 
And put an End to a' my Grief: 
But oh! ſhe is as fauſe as fair. 
Which cauſes a rip Sighs and Carey | 
But ſhe triumphs in proud Diſdain, 
And takes a Pleaſure in my Pain. 

And it's ver the Hills, &c. 


Hard was my Hap to fa' in Love, 
With ane that does ſac faithleſs prove. 
Hard was my Fate to court a Maid, 
That has my conſtant Heart betray d. 
A Thouſand Times to me ſhe ſware 
She wad be true for evermair; 

But to my Grief alake! I fay, 
She ftaw my Heart and run away. 

And it's oer the Hills, &c. © 
I maun gae wander for her Sake, 
And, in ilk Wood and gloomy Grove, 
II fighing fing, Adieu to Love, 
rn 
PI never truſt a Woman more: 
Frae a. their Charms Tl flee away, | 
And on my Pipe I'll ſweetly play, 

O'er Hills and Dales and far away, 

out o'er the Hills and far away, 

Ont ver the Hills and far away 


uind bas ieun ny Plaid aways 


- 
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Jem Nettles, 


AW ye Fenny Nettles, 3 
Fenny Nettles, Jem Nen S 
— Ye Jan Nerele; 1 ha wands. 
dend the the Me 1 
r 
ee and Bountith in her Lap 
Bag and Baggage on her Back, 
i 


enny Nettles, | 
Singing till her 25 uu, ” 
| Robin Rattles Baltardj - mY 
To flee the Dool upo the Sto | 
And ilk ane that mocks 1 
She round about ſeeks Robin out 
To * it in his NR 4 


Fy, fy! Robin Rattle, 
Robin Rattle, Robin Rattle 
Fy, fy ! Robin Rattle, i 
he: e py Shame, 
me, 
And without mair con | Al 
Take haim your Wain, mak Jay ain. 


The leal and leeſome Gate ot. 
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Focky's fou, and Femy's fin. 
OC KY fou. Fenny fain, 


Fenny was na ill to gain, | 
She was couthy, he was kind, : 


And thus the Woer tell'd his Mind: 


Fenny TI nae mair be nice, 
Gi e me Love at ony Price; 


I winna prig for Red and Whyt, 
Love alane can gre Delyt. 


Others ſeek they kenna what; 
In Looks, in Carriage, and a" thats 
Give me Love, for her I court: 
Love in Love makes a' the Sport. 


Colours ming!'d unco fine, 
Common Motives lang finſyne, 
Never can engage my Love, 

Untill my Fancy firſt approve. 


I  TItis na Meat but Appetite 
WER That makes our Eating a Delyt; 
| Beauty is at beſt, Deceit ; 
Fancy only kens nac Cheat. 


ee 78 S. ** 
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| *"" Haughs and ——_ STE 
HEN FPhæbus bright the Azure Skigh 
WwW With golden Rays enlightneth, 
He makes all Nature's Beauties riſe, . 
Herbs, Trees and Flowers he — 
Amongſt alll thoſe he makes his Choice, 
And with Delight goes thorow, 
With radient Beams and filver Streams, 
O'er Leader Haughs and Yarrow. 
When Aries the Day and Night 
In equal Length divideth, - 
Auld froſty Saturn takes his Fli 
Nae langer he abideth: _ hy 
Then Flora Queen, with Mantle green, 
Caſts aff her former Sorrow, 
And vows to dwell with Ceres ſell © 
ln Leader Hawghs and Tarrow. 
Pan 7 paying on his Aiten Reed, 
And Shepherds him attending, 
Do here reſort their Flocks to eg. 
The Hills and Haughs commending; 
With Cur and Kent upon the Bent, 
Sing to the Sun good Morrow, 
And ſwear nae Fields mare Pleaſures yield. 
Than Leader Hanghs and Tarrow. "© 


An Houſe there ſtands on Leader FS, 
Surrhounting my deſcriving, | 


WW 
i | | 
| 
: 
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— With Roome fir rae; nod Windows labs - 
Like Delala“ cotitriving: | 
"Men paſſing by, do iften ety, 
In footh it hath nae Marrow; 
It ſtands as fweet on Leader side, 
deen dee on Tee. | 


WY A Mile below wha liſts to ride, 


They'll hear the Mavis ſingi 
Into St. Leonard's Banks ſhell bide, 
Sweet Birks her Head o'er hinging: 
The Lintwhite loud, and Progne proud, 
With tuneful Throats and riatrow, 
Into St. Zronar#'s Banks they ſing, 
As ſweetly as in Yarrow. © | 


The Lapwing lilteth o'er the Lee, 
With nimble Wing ſhe ſporteth, 


WE But Vows ſhe'll flee far frac the Tree 


Where Philomel reſorteth: 
By Break of Day the Lark can ſay, 
T'll bid you all good Morrow, vane 


I'll ſtreek my Wing, and ourntitg ting, 
O'er Leader Haugbs and Yarrow. 


Park, Wantan-waws and Wooden-cleugh, 
The Eaſt and Weſtern Mainſes, 
The Wood of Lauder's fair enough, 
The Corns are good in Blainſhes, 
Where Aits are fine, and ſald be Kind, 
That if ye fearch all throw © 


Mearns, Buchan, Mar, nane better are 
Than Leader Hanghs and Yarrow. 


In Burn, Mill. bog and Whit/lade Shaws, 
The fearful Hare ſhe hunteth, 
Brig-haugh and Brade-eood:ſbiel ſhe knaws, 
And Chapel-wood frequenteth : 
Yet when ſhe irks, to Kaidfly Birks 
She rins, and fighs for Sorrow, 
That ſhe ſhou'd leave ſwyeet Leader Hanghr, 
And cannot win to Yarrow, 


What ſweeter Muſick wad ye hear, 
Than Hounds and Beigles crying? 
The ſtarted Hare rins hard with Fear, 

Upon her Speed relying ; 
But yet her Strength it fails at length, 
Nae Beilding can ſhe borrow 
In Sorrel's Field; Clickman or Hag s, 
And ſighs to be in Yarrow, * 


For Rockwood, Ring wood, Spoty, Shag, 
With Sight and Scent purſue her, 
Till ah! her Pith begins to flag, 

Nae Cunning can reſcue her: 
O'er Dub and Dyke, o'er Seugh and Syke, 
She'll rin the Fields all thorow, 
Till fail'd ſhe fa's in Leader Hawghs, 

And bids farewel to Yarrow. 
K 


ee = 
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Sing, Eaſlington and Cowden-knows, 
Where Homes had anes commanding, 
And Dry-grange with thy milk- white Er. | 
Towixt Tweed and Leader ſtanding: 
The Bird that flees throw Reedpath Trees, 
And Gledſwood Banks ilk Morrow, 
May chant and ſing, Sweet Leader Haug bo, 
And bony Howms of Yarrow, 


But Minſtrel Burn cannot aſſwage 

His Grief, while Life endureth, 
To ſee the Changes of this Age, 

That fleeting Time procureth; 

For. mony a Placeſtands in hard Caſe, 
Where blyth Fowk kend nae Sorrow, 
With Homes that dwelt on Leader Side, 

And Scots that dwelt on Yarrow. | 


For the Sake of Some-body. 


OR the Sake of Some-body, 
For the Sake of Some-body, 
T cou'd wake a Winter Night, 
For the Sake of Some- body: 
J am gawn to ſeek a Wite, 
I am gawn to buy a Plaidy; 
I have three Stane of Woo, - 
Carling, Is thy Daughter ready ? 


For the Sake of Some-body. 


It 


S! 
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Betty, Laſſy, fay't thy ſell, N | 
Tho' thy Dame be ill to ſnoo. 

firſt we'll buckle; then we'll tell; 

Let her flyte and ſyne come too: 
What ſignifies a Mither's Gloom, 

When Love and Kiſſes come in Play ? 
Shou'd we wither in our Bloom, 

And in Simmer mak nae Hay ? 
For the Sake, &c. Fx 

8H E. 

Bony Lad, I carena by, 

Tho' I try my Luck with thee, 
Since ye are content to tye 

The Haff. mark Bridal Band wi” me; 
Pl flip hame, and waſh my Feet, 

And ſteal on Linnings fair and clean, 
Syne at the tryſting Place we'll meet 

To do but what my Dame has done, 
For the Sake, &c. 


H E. 
Now my lovely Betty gives 


Conſent in ſuch a heartſome Gate, 
It me frae a* my Care relieves, | 
And Doubts that gart me aft look blate 
Then let me gang and get the Grace, 
For they that have an Appetite 
Shou'd eat: And Lovers ſhou'd embrace; 
If theſe rt *tis Nature's Wyte. 
For the Sake, Xe. F 
: R 2 
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Norland Jocky and Southland Jenny. 


A Southland Jem that was right bony, 
Had for a Suitor a Norland ohm; 


But he was ſican abaſhfu' Wooer, 


That he cou'd ſcarcely ſpeak unto her, 
Till Blinks of her Beauty and Hopes o'er Siler, 
Forc'd him at laſt to tell his Mind till her. 
My Dear, quoth he, we'll nae langer tarry, 
Gin ye can loo me, let's o'er the March and marry, 
; 8 H E. 2 2 
Come, come away then, my Norland Ladie, 


Tho' we gang neatly, ſome are mair gawdy 


And abeit I have neither Gowd nor Money; 
Come, and III ware my Beauty on thee; - -- 

app * H E. . 0 Obo 
Ve Laſſes of the South, ye'r a* for dreſſing; 


Laſſes of the North mind milking and refreſhing, 


My Minny wad be angry, and fac wad my Dady, 


Shou'd I marry ane as dink as a Lady. 
For I maun hae a Wife that will riſe in the Morn- 
. ing, 1 4 ling, 
Crudle a' the Milk, and keep the Houſe a ſc 
Toolie with her Nibours, and learn at my Minn), 
A Norland Jock maun hae a Norland Fenn. 
SHE. f fand Pound. 
My Father's only Daughter and Twenty Thou 
Shall never be beſtow'd on fic a filly Clown; 
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For a that I aid was to try what was in ye, 


Gac hame ye Norland Fock, and court your Nor- 


land Jenny. 


— 


2 


The Auld Yellow Hair'd Ladie. 


HE Yellow Hair dL adie ſat down on you 
Brae, 


Crys, milk the Es Laſſy, let nane of them gae 5 | 


Wm 


And ay ſhe milked, and ay ſhe ſang, 
The Yellow Hair'd Ladie ſhall be my Good-man. 
And ay ſhe milked, &&c. 


The Weather i is cauld, and my Claithing is thin; 


The Ews are new clipped, they winna bughtia3 


They winna bught in tho' I ſhou'd die, 
O Yellow Hair'd Ladie, be kind to-me: 
They winna bught in, &c. 


The Goodwife. cries butt the Houſe, Femy, 
come ben, 


The Cheeſe is to mak, and the Butters t#kirn. 


Tho' Butter, and Cheeſe, and a“ ſhou'd ſour, 
Ill crack and kiſs wi my Love ae haff Hour; 
It's ae haff Hour, and we's een mak it three, 
For the Yellow Hair'd Ladie myHusband ſhall be. 


R 3 
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SONG. Thane of, BOOTH's | Minuer. 
AIR, Sweet and Young, receive a Prize, 
Reſerv'd for your victorious Eyes: 
From Crowds whom at your Feet . 


Oh! pity, and diſtinguiſh me. 


No Graces can your Form improve; 
But all are loſt unleſs you love: 

If that dear Paſſion you diſdain, * 
e e _— are in vain, 


— — — — 


The Generous Gentleman. A SONG, to the 
Tune of, Thebony Laſs of Brankſom. 


S I came in by Nuit Side, 
A&A And by the Braes of Brank/om, 
There firſt I ſaw my bony Bride, 
Ygung, ſmiling, ſweet and handſome: 
Her Skin was ſafter than the Down, 
And white as Alablafter; 
Her Hair a ſhining wavy Brown; 
In Straightneſs nane ſurpaſt her. 


Life glow'd-upon her Lip and Cheek, 
Her clear Een were ſurpriſing, 

And beautifully turn'd her Neck, 

Her little Breaſts juſt riſing; 


'rizc, 
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Na Silken Hoſe, with Gooſhets fine, 
Or Shoon with glancing Laces, 
On her fair Leg, forbad to ſhine, 
Well ſhapen native Graces. 


Ae little Coat, and Bodice white, 
Was Sum of a' her Claithing ; 
Even theſe o'er mickle ;----mair Delyte 
She'd given cled with naithing: 
She leand upon a flowry Brae, | 
By whicha Burny troted ; 1. 
On her I glowr'd my Saul away, | 
While on her Sweets I doated, 


A thouſand Beauties of Deſert, 
Before had ſcarce allarm'd me, 
Till this dear Artleſs ſtruck my Heart, 
And bot deſig ng, charm'd me; 
Hurry'd by Love: cloſe to my Breaſt 
I eraſp'd.this Fund of Bliffes; 
Wha {mil'd, and ſaid, without a Prieſt, 
Sir, hope for nought but Kiſſes. 


T hae nae Heart todo her Harm, 
And yet I coudna want her; 

What ſhe demanded, ilka Charm 
Of her's pled I ſhould grant herr. 

Since Heaven had dealt to me a Rowthy  - 
Straight to the Kirk I led her, 

There plighted her my Faith and Tyowthy 
Anda young Lady made her. 
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The Happy Clown. | 


O W happy is the rural Clown, 
Who, far remov'd from Noiſe of Town, 
Contemns the Glory of a Crown, 
And in his ſafe Retreat, 
1s ſpleaſed with his low Degree, 

1s rich in decent Poverty, 
From Strife, from Care and Bus neſs free, 

At once baith good and great? 


No Drums diſturb his Morning Sleep, 

He fears no Danger of the Deep, 

Nor noiſy Law, nor Courts n&er heap 
Vexation on his Mind : 

No Trumpets rouze him to the War, 

No Hopes can bribe, no Threats can dare; 

From State Intrigues he holds afar, 
And liveth unconfin'd. | 


Like thoſe in golden Ages born, 

He labours gentle to adorn 

His ſmall paternal Fields of Corn, 
And on their Product feeds, 

Zach Seaſon of the wheeling Year, 

Induftrious he improves with Care; 

And ſtill ſome ripen'd Fruits appear, 
So well his Toil ſucceeds. 
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Now by a Silver Stream he lies, 
And angles with his Baits and Flies, 
And next the Sylvan Scene he tries, 
His Spirits to regal : 
Now from the Rock or Height he views 
His fleecy Flock, or teeming Cows, 
Then tunes his Reed, or tries his Muſe, * 
That waits his honeſt Call. x] EX 


Amidſt his harmleſs caly „ 
Mo Care his Peace of 1 * deſtroys, _ 
Nor, does he paſs his Time in Toys, 

Beneath his juſt Regard : | 
He's fond to feel the Zephyr's Breeze,” - + | 
To plant and ſned his tender Trees 
And for attending well his Bees, 

Enjoys the ſweet Reward,” 


The flowry Meads, and filent Coves, | 
The Scenes of faithful rural Loves 
And warbling Birds on blooming Groves, 
Afford a wiſh'd Delight: . 4 
But O how pleaſant is his Life, 
Bleſt with a chaſt and virtuous Wife, 
And Children pratling, void of Strife, 
Around his Fire at Night. | 
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WH For after he the Bride had kiſsd. 
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+ Snae merrily round the Ring they row'd, 


And was not Willy well worth Gowa? | 
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FI! An V 
Willy was a evanton Wag. | 

IL LY was a wanton Wag, Y 

The blytheſt Lad that eer I ſaw; 0 

; 

1 


WI At Bridats ſtil he bore the Brag, 


And carried ay the Gree awa: 
His Doublet was of Zetland Shag, 
And wow but Willy he was braw, 


And at his Shoulder hang a Tag, , 
| That pleas d the Laſſes beſt of a“. , 
He was a Man without a Clag, 
His Heart was frank without a Flaw 8.1 , 
And ay whatever Willy aid, 
It was till haderias a Law. | 
| His Boots they were made of the Jag, 


When he went to the Weapon-Sha w, 


|| Upon the Green nane durſt him brag, 


The Fiend a ane amang them a, 


He wan the Love of Great and Sma'; 


He kiſs'd the Laſſes hale-ſalc a, 


When be the Hand he led them a', 


| ; q And Smack on Smack on them beſtow'd, 


By Virtue of a ſtanding Law. 


: :4f :Sc ox > Sage," 263 B 
And was na Willy a great Lounn. 
As ſhyre a Lick as Cer was ſeen? , -- + 
When he danc'd with the Laſſes round. 
The Bridegroom ſpeer d where he had been. 
Quoth Willy, I've been at the B 
With bobbing, Faith my Shariks are hi 
Gae ca' your Bride and Maidens in, 
For Willy he dow do nae, mair, : 


Then reſt ye, Milly, I'll gae out, 
And for a wee fill up the Ring, 
But, Shame light on his ſouple Snout, 
He wanted Willy's wanton Fling. 
Then ſtraight he to the Bride did fare, 
Says, Well's me on your bony Face, 
With bobbing Wilh's Shanks are fair, 
And I am come to fill his Place, 
Bridegroom, ſhe ſays, you'll ſpoil the Dante, ' 
And at the Ring you'll ay be lags 
Unleſs like Willy ye advance; -. . 
(O! Willy has à wanton: Leg). 
For wi't he learns us a' to ſteer, 
And formaſt ay bears up the Ring; 
We will find nae ſic dancing here, 
If we want Willy's wanton Fling. 
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Celia Nude on ber 7 he 
Philander's Love. Taupe, 4 Ee 


mater. 
Oung Philander wood me has, 


But I was peeviſh, and forbad * 


I wadna tent his loving Sang. 
But now 1 wiſh, I wiſh I had him: 


Ilk Morning when I view my Glaſs, 
Then I perceive my Beauty going; 


And when the Wrinkles feize' the Face, 
Then we may hid adieu to Wooing, © 


My Beauty, ares ſae much 2dmir'd, 
I find it fading faſt, and flying; 


My Checks, which Coral like appear. N 


Grow pale, the broken Blood Sy 13 
uit 


Ab! we may ſee our ſelves to be 
Like Surnmer-Fruit that is dan; 


Whenripe, they foon fall down and _ . 'Y 


And by Cotruption quickly taken. 
Uſe then your Time, ye Virgins fair, 

Employ your Day before tis evil; 
| Fifteen is a Seaſon rare, | 
But Five and Twenty is the Devil. 
Juſt when ripe, conſent -unto't, _ 


Hug nae mair ypur lanely Pillow); 
Women are like other Fruit, 


They loſe their Reliſh when too mellow. 


„ 25. xe + 


* 
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Which now Iman tell ta my Coſt. 


As lang as Life; and when ye die, 


| With leading e wrt 1 


146 Jene by wh 


- 


wal 
You'll find it hard 10 e 


Tbo but 74 7 o 
If dene you relpec,. ; | 

Tie the Oceuſin When it afferss- 
L,oyes's, Suit neg. 
Ee ye by (er een bee. ths 


[, by his fong Bxyreliohs, the 
But now alas E —— hate 


And, paſt ti gane a-ränging 1 
bree 2 | 
And let na . 
For if ye be o'er fooliſh nice: 


rr wil | give over week.” 


19.5}. 101 25078 : TY + | 
Then Maideng avid you ran; — K 
And ia that baun nua dean. | 
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The yung Lacs Thanks 6 the 


Virgin kind! we cantia tel! 


For pointing out to us fac well, 
| * And we your Leſſon fie ſhall mind, 


'Þ ber ve al be an Hour behind, | 
well take a Tear or twa before it. 


If 1 We'll catch all Winds blaw in our Sails, 1 
Aud Rill keep out our Flag aud Pinnet: 


If young Philander anes aſſails 
| We may indeed, for Modeſty, 


But we ſhall quickly lay them by. 
And N to his 4 


How many Thanks we ons you, 
Theſe very Rocks that did o'erthrow you 


That e en tho' a our Kin had ſwore it, 


To ſtorm Love's Fort; then be ſhall win it; 


Preſent our Forces for Reſiſtance ; _ 


Kirk wad let me be. 
Was anes a well tocher'd Laſs, 


But now I'm brought to a poor Paſs, 
My Step-dame has gart them flee. 
My Father he's aften frac Hame, 
And he pls th Del wi his Ger, 


The pa PST Relief. Tune * 1 


My Mither left Dollars to me; N 


FA 


Y 
T 
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Im but a young Farmer, it's true, 


. 4 
of Scors Sf 
She neither has Latetk nor Shame. 
len 
She's barmy fac d, thrify and bauld- 
And gars me aft fret and repine; 
While hungry, haff naked and cauld, 
I ſee her deſtroy what's mine 7 
But ſoon I might hope a Revenge, 
And ſoon of my 'Sorrows be free, | 
My Poortith to Plenty wad change 
If ſhe were hung up on a Tre. + 
Quoth Ringan, wha kg The hed 
This bonny Laſs tenderl 7x. 
P11 taks thee, ſweet May, in thy Sao, 
e 5 
Tis only your ſell that L want, .. wy is io] 
Your Kindneſs is better to me, 
Than a' that your Step-mother, fans. * 
Of Grace, now has taken n 6 | 


EEE. 1 


7 


And ye are the Sprout of a Lairds ..- 
But I have Milk-cattle enow, _ _ 0 
And Rowth of - good Rucks in my Yard, 2 

Ye fall have naething to faſh ye, 
Sax Servants fall jouk to thee : - 
Then kilt up thy Coats, my Laſſie, 
And gae thy Ways Hame with me. 
The Maiden her Reaſon imploy'd, 
Not thinking the oem 
: r 


| o Renn Ter Al i. lr che t, 


Ha! Jem, Jenny, there's Meal on your Buck. 


14 | 208 4 ien 
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Receiv d her with meny 1 1 150 


Uk ö And now ſhe ſits blythly ſingan. * L 


And joking her drunken Spe, 
Delighted with her Ringan, —..,. 


That makes erk mite at me. F 
— — — rr? — 
Jabs has theu been. 
Jeam, Feany, where has chou be 
Father ind Mother are ſeeklng of es, 
Ye have been ranting, plying the _— 


Keeping of Fogky Company. 


” D& Sm AAS. «. 


Getting Meal ' $Hoind” for The Familia, © 
as fo in gals rer Hal ths Ou | 
For the Millf Hus fu ten nus Mowter frive me. 


The WAllers à Wifiton Billy, and ſlee, 
Tho' Vidtudl's'eorite hate uꝑain hale, te | 
eee ee een. I. 


And Betty, ye ſpri8d your ir Linen to Uh, 

594d ts e e here ro 5% be? ND 

pt Leh. f WI te i d., 

And wanton wiy — ef thee. 8. 
Ay, Feany, Feany, to che Kirk; | 

But when it e Re W cou'd thou 5 1. 


Ye came na hame till it vs Was mirk,. | 
Then ina the Kiſfing ( Clak hon wr ye. 


- K 
we 


| Young. Jamie whisking o'er the Mead, 


1 Scors' Sang, 


KEE - 
SONG. es Lan actos | 
E blytheſt Lads and Laſſes gay, © 

Hear what my Sang diſcloſes, | RT 
As I ae Morning ſleeping Er. 


Upon a Bank of Roſes, . _ 


1 


By good Luck chanc'd to ſpy me; 
He took his Bonnet aff his Head, 
And ſaftly fat down by me. 


Jamis tho I tight meikle prix d. 
Vet now I wadna ken him: 

But with a Frown my Face difguis'd, 
And ſtrave away to ſend- him: | 

But fondly he ſtill nearer preſt, 
And by my Side down lying, 

His beating Heart thumped fe faſt, 
I thought the Lad was dying. 


But ſtill reſolving to deny, 
An angry Paſſion feigning, | 


I aften roughly ſhot him by, 
With Words full 2 


4 if Pa gras, wh — 


Went aff mach diſcontented :; i] 
But I in Troch- fer: a my Sing. . 981 
—— fair — 
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_ 1 Tg Wi xe, e maunã 135 
To Se Guan an 4 goof Habktt al. 
| The Deel's in Your Nicety Jene, quoth be, 
MaynaBannocks of Bear-mealbe; eas good for thee, 
And I maun hae Pinners with Pearling ſet round, 
Askirt of Puddy, anda Waltevit of Brohm, 
A wa with fic Vanities, em, quoth he, 
For Kurchies und Kirtles are fitter for thee, 
My Lairdſhip can yield me as meikle 1755. 
As had us in \Pottage and g 1 
But having nde Tenants, 
To buy ought I ne'er have a 5 rs Ae: 
The Borrowyſtoun Merchants will ſel ye on Tick, 
For we vr ang, i —_ n 
4 
When broken, fur Cure ae fats; 
When R 
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= seen J Sign, b 1 
| af. The Ay pts ot 2 | 
Y Soger Laddie is — » 8 
And teWilbjingGoldiodMncy to mes 
And when he comes lame, heute H- | 
My Bleſſing gang with my Soget Ladd. 7 
My doughty Laddie is bandlotde und brave; 1 
And can as a Soger and Lover Heha re. 
True to his Country, to Dove he A lea n 1 
There's few to conjpare with my Seger Laa 
Shield him, ye Ahp heels frar Deatli in Alarme, 
Returfi wh ot thy hanging A * 
Syne frae all rtiy Cate ye I plæafantiy fee th 05 
When back to my ities my Soger ye gie me. 
O ſoon may his Honovrs bloorh fair on bis Bro | 
As quickly t they myſt, if he gets his Due: 1 
fror in noble Aﬀtibic his Courage is fend: 
= Which makes me delight it! my Soger Laddfel. 
—— — ——̃ 


re: The ARCHE KS Match, _  _ 

. OUND, fond, the Muſick Gudd þ. | 
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aud n Praiſe dt Webern 98. 


It's a Divine is, A Anf Þ 
The Practice brave and "OTE 3b. ur adac 
E generouſly inclines us 3 

” To guard our, as” 


"GS + 


* 


213 4 New „Niertihr 


Art by the Gods i 
"By which Heroes Wr 4 
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[| 2” | The Mela of Viftry, | \ 


The God of foft Careſles; . -- e . 
mh | Chute Gui nd her Late, yt 

11 - Delight in Archery. © 12 25 x bal 
e | 1 . 
is n that bends ĩt. 


ii 'F . Nations, poten ae and Parthians, 8 4 2 i 
| The Tartars and the Soythians, 1 | 
4408 ' The 44s, Moors, and Indians, 


i 7 IF Our own true Record tell, us, 


_ | ud cer excel us, _ | 
10 — 8 
11 Wink Shafts our Sires cagaging, 
| Oppos'd the Romans raging, 

Wt | Defeat ra 24 


Jaded by 


8 [ | 5 Largs, Where the Wee 


Te Deity of Parnaſſus, e | bo 5 A 


on high it 12 0 


With Bravery draw their Bows, > 


| u gin 1 
Flat none cou'd e er excel us, | 


Weir ae were in amo nen | 


w —— 39 


i a 
| 2. 75 FScor iF >, 214 4 
Dunkel and Aberlm &, 26 1 7 1 
© Roſline and Banu. i 
The Chiviors,—all-the Border, r ti. > 
Were Bowmen in brave Ordeerr 
Told Enemies if further ö ls WA mol . 
They mov d, they'd ne er return. | | ö 
Sound, found the Mulick, a it * > 
Let Hills and Dales rebouund dt.? 5 
Let Hills and Dales rebound iti Few? 5 3 
In Praiſe of Arebery. * 


tally defeated by lere III 1 rots 
the heroith Auer, Great ws See 
land, commanded the right 

Loncartie, NexrPerh where Ki 


obtained the Victory wel 


princi Lowing 
of the firſt brave 2 rs is two — 


Dunkel, Here, ap le, and un the de 
of Tay, our great Kin ds G Ae it yo 
Battles overtheë 44 oo Romans fur ill 
of the Kmpetor Domitiuus. A 
Aberlemmy Four from Br wit 
King Malcolm. Ut, obtain d a glorious Victory 
over the unit Ir mies of. Danes, Norw 1 
and Cumbrianz, &c. cotij minded by Suẽno Kiug | 
of Deamark, and his wr like Son, Prihce — | 
Roſline, within ive Mikes South of I! 
where 10000 Str, led by Sir: Fobn Ciiminand | 
Sir Simon Frazer, detentsd in three Battles in oem 
Day 30000 of 9 5 Enemies, ann 303. 
The Battles of Bannockburn atid Chiviot, &c. 
are ſo well known, that they require r no Notes. 
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Now, now our Care beguiling, 


Z . it £ * When all the Year looks ſmiling, - 
I With healthful Harmony. 
The Sun in Glory glowing, © 
if 80 lich Morning Dew beſtowing, - 
Sweet Fragrance, Lite and Growing 


_ 7 WE i | Tis now the Archers royal, | 


eee uid loyal, 
177 peir in antient Bravery, 198 . 


nich tends to bring in Slavery, 
1 Souls worthy to live free. 
sound, ſound the Myfick ſound it. 
E up the Ghdſs-and- round wit, 
Ill up the Glaſs and round wl't, 
*/ . Health and Proſperity. 
T our CHIEF and Officers. c-; 

T our — and Counſe lors: i 
Vo-al who like their brave Forbears, 
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den all the Year looks ſmiling, * . | 


Thar in juſt Thoughts agree 


Vd as a Game it pleaſes, 11 
. The Mind to Joy it raiſes,” 
© And throws off all Dilciſes* i Ah 
| Of lazy Luxury. | 


To Flowers and every e, Se | 
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Muirland Willie. SE 
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The faithſul Shepherd. | K 
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Teach me, Chloe, © how prov Ke. 24 
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Tool where ny du , 26 
9 The bony Scot-Man: | 1 ibid. 
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Love inviting Rea ms. 
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